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Do Anything 


Karma's Happenstance 
Izzy's POV 


A light misty rain drifts from the black sky over my head. Fucking dreary. It's one of those nights. Those you try to escape by 
getting hammered or high as shit. I'm not even close enough to any of it and it sucks ass. There seems to be no wind. It's chilly 
enough to see my breath steaming as | pant. The streets are worn and filthy. Kinda like me and Slash at this very second, lurking 
under a safe veil of shadows in a dark drity alley. 


We have to come up with some cash to score. We both need a fucking fix like yesterday. We're both sick as hell. We're pale. Even 
Slash, who is half black, looks like this Vampire in need of a feeding. A light oily sweat coats our skin. But in these current weather 
conditions we just look as though we've been standing in the mist, which we have. It somewhat helped to disguise our conditions. The 


way our noses are running we just look like we're coming down with colds or something. 


|, unlike my counterpart this evening, prefer to keep my heroin habit as this illusive mystery. See there's this certain red headed 
singer that is always breathing down my fucking throat about these things. So | tend to hide shit as much as possible just to keep 


the drama down. | don't care for bullshit. 


Slash, on the other hand, could give a fuck less what anyone thinks. He's more the ‘Hey this is me, and fuck you if you don't like it 
type. Slash was going to do exactly what the hell Slash wanted to do. No questions. No thought at all to anyone else. But | quess we 


get along out of mutual need. 


Our number one mutual need is heroin There is no middle ground with this drug. You either hate it or love it. Or in my case, hate 
to fucking love it. When | came out here to LA | had no intention of becoming some junkie while | worked my ass off at becoming a 
rock star. It's just sort of something | can't explain 


After about a year of being on smack | decided to start selling it. | had originally had the best of intentions in mind. | was gonna sell 
it for extra cash to help out with living situations and studio time and shit. It was also my genius idea of how to stay high for free. 
That much of my plan worked out to a fucking T. But as the months of use lingered into years. just sort of fell into it harder than 


ever. 


| hear sirens wailing and instinctively pull back further into the dark, pulling Slash with me. This is a good spot to score dope. | can 
tell. | used to sell dope here a lot. 

Back when | sold it in the first place. Nowadays | use more than | sell. And | always provide it for Slash. That puts us back here on 
the street, looking out to find a way to come up with some cash. It seems like I'm always down to my last fold of smack and having 
to share it with Slash and Stevie. I've turned into your basic photo copied junkie. Life has become about nothing more than scoring 
that next fix. Sure getting GNR to take off is top priority too, but not getting a gig on a Friday night was not nearly as painful as 
being dope sick. Just trust me on this. 


Slash is hammered. | envy him. At least he's trashed enough to slow down the signs of withdrawal. 

"So how are we gonna come up with some cash, man?" He slurs. 

| have no fucking clue what to say. The only thing | was ever good at is selling dope. And | even fucked up my income by using it all 
for myself. No, tonight slinging drugs was out of the question. Tonight I'm just another criminal junkie hiding out in the shadows of a 
foreboading ‘Lost’ Angeles night. 

"Maybe | should call Sixx, man. He'll help us out" He says. 

| flinch. God, where the fuck is that coming from? Even if that rat bastard could help me out | wouldn't fucking ask. Nikki Sixx 
consumed more drugs for breakfast than me and Slash combined could polish off in a whole day and extended night. You think me 


and Slash are junkies? You obviously ain't had the displeasure of meeting the one and only Nikki Sixx. 


"You're not calling that insane motherfucker. Last time he shared his stash, | almost jumped off a roof, totally out of my fucking 
mind. | don't trust that fucker. He's evil, man" | say, taking a last drag and flicking the cigarette butt out onto the street. 


"Any other great ideas then? Enlighten me, Stradlin." He says. 
| know he's fucking sick. | am feeling it too. But as long as l'm in my right mind, l'm not gonna call that crazy son of a bitch. Hell no! 


"We could sweet talk some chick to get us a few bottles of Night Train" Yeah, | know. It's lame and it's probably not gonna help but 


I'm desperate. 
Slash replies with nothing but a snort. "I could beg Crystal to help me out with some cash." 


“That stripper? She your girlfriend now? | ask in wonder at how he managed to get to know that chick. He's always even more 


trashed than Duff is. When did he find the time to establish some bond with a stripper? Better yet, why hadn't | done that? 


Slash shrugs, "Hey, ! probably financed her car or something with all of my tips. She's into me. Maybe | can get some money out of 


her in exchange for eating her out" He says with a drunken smirk. 


Does he really mean that shit? "So you're a hooker now?" | can't help laughing. Seriously, sometimes | think he might have been 


dropped on the head a few times, when he was a kid. 


"| should think about that actually. l'd get paid for getting laid. Sounds like the perfect job for me." He replies seriously. 


| shake my head, laughing. "You're aware you're probably just gonna get fucked in the ass by some dudes, right?" | say, but | don't 
think he really gets it. "Anyway, we need a serious plan to get some cash, man" 


"You have your gun right?" He looks at me. 


His question is downright fucking ridiculous. When was the last time | did go out without a gun? It had been fucking years! You can't 
sling drugs in the fucking streets witout being strapped, it would be a fucking death sentence! | roll my eyes and nod. 


"We could hit up some old lady," he suggests 

"What old lady is gonna be in West Hollywood at Il:30 on a Tuesday night?" | ask him hoping he sees how stupid his suggestion is. 
"Hey we could rob a dealer," his eyebrows shoot up. 

| roll the thought around in my fried brain. It wasn't completely stupid. | give a shrug in some weird form of approval and we 


continue out into this dark depressing night. The need is beginning to outweigh the risks. We are heroin's slaves. We will do just about 
anything for it. 


Awry 
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Awry 

Scoring junk is just like a full time job with overtime and no benefits. Yes. Me and Slash are gonna jack somebody. Yes. We know this 
is wrong. Yes. This makes us criminals. And yes. We are doing this just for the sole purpose of getting high. But you just don't 
understand how bad we need it. When your fucking bones are aching, muscles crawling, guts churning, nose running, and sweating, 


you tend to do what you have to do to fix yourself. 


The mist that had been covering us was now forming into small little raindrops. We're getting wetter. I'm in leather pants. They 


fucking suck when they get wet. | can't imagine being much more miserable right now. 


| wait a few minutes, hoping that Slash's brain will backtrack itself and realize how risky it was to do this thing. But he won't. 
He's really fucking serious about this. In the wake of being dope sick, you just can't think clearly. 


"So you really wanna do this shit?" | ask again as | try one last time to get a sane reaction from him. 


| know he's right. We need to do something. Fast. And the only logical thing that comes to our fucked up feindish minds is ripping off 
the source of that in which we are craving for. Life could be so fucking easy at times. But mostly it just isn't that fucking simple. 


"Yeah, sure." He says full of vigor."We just pretend to buy some shit and then we just jack him at gunpoint” 
l'm sure in his twisted mind this whole thing played out fine. However, in reality this was a bit more complicated. 
Slash being drunk next to me makes me realize how sober | actually am at this point. 


"This is fucking dangerous, man." | say, rubbing my aching temples. This was the beginning of a splitting headache. "You really think 


l'm the only armed drug dealer in town?" 
Slash just gives me a shrug like he's out of fucking ideas and that is the only option we have left. 
It actually is. 


"Shit!" | swear and wipe some sweat and rain off my forehead. So | guess l'm really gonna do this shit. "lm way to sober for this." | 
mumble and push Slash out of the shadows to the sidewalk. He glares at me, not getting why I'm suddenly moving. "There's a liquor 
store down the street. | so need a drink before we go through with this shit" | say and he gives me a smirk. 


He just looks at me and nods. He immediately gets what | inteded to do. We've done it a thousand times before. Slash is different 
though. He never pays for fucing shit. Trust me, | mean this shit. He fucking never pays for anything. He just takes what he wants 
and walks off. And he's a fucking pro in doing it. He even managed to steal a god damn python from the pet store once. He just 
grabbed it from the terrarium, put it into his jacket and walked out. 


Even though | mostly pay for nursing my habits, sometimes there's just not enough cash around. Like tonight. We walk into the 


liquor store, scanning the room for customers. 


The doorbell rings and the head of that guy behind the counter shoots up. We're the only customers and considering our 
appearance, he eyes us carefully. Yeah, we look like shit. | wouldn't even let us near anything if | was himSlash directly strolls 


towards the shelf with the good stuff, | make my way to the coolers in the back. 

We keep looking at each other, not breaking eye contact. Ripping off a store and getting away with this means working together. In 
this we are a unity. Each one of us needs to know exactly what the other one is thinking or doing. open one of the coolers and take 
out a bottle of soda. Slash runs his fingers over the liquor bottles on the shelf. The guy behind the counter is still watching us with 


a frown 


Slash looks at me questioning and | slightly nod. Not so much that anyone but Slash would notice. Then | trash the bottle of soda, 
playing to be totally surprised. 


"Shit!" | cry out and look around like | have no clue what to do next. But | do know better. This thing is planned through to the last 
detail. Trust me, this shit works every fucking time. It's basic fucking psychology. It's criminology IOI. H's our junkie shuffel. 

That guy behind the counter jerks up. 

"Hey! You've gotta pay for this." He calls out, trying to make his way over to us. 

That's our cue. 


"Oh fuck you." | cry out to the guy. "It's just a stupid soda, man" 


Before the guy can even reply, Slash starts bitching at me. "You stupid motherfucker. Now we're gonna get in trouble just because 
you're too damn stupid to hold on to a bottle." 


"Shut the fuck up, you fucking moron | yell at him, making my way towards him and the liquor shelf. 


Then, before that store guy reaches us, we play escalation. We get into each other faces and play like we're ripping each others 


throats out. We kick at a shelf and other stuff breaks while we fake a fight. 


That guy freezes for a second, evaluating his options. Then he turns to call the cops and opens us the spot to fill our pockets with 


booze. 


"Yeah, there's a fight in my store.. yeah, I'll wait." | hear him talking to ‘Il on the phone and | immediately let go of Slash, pushing 
him towards the exit. Then we just bail. 


We head back to that spot we've been hiding out before and | lean back to the wall, catching my breath. Thats something | will 


never get used to. 


We only ran a few hundred feed and | fucking feel like just ran a marathon. Considering my condition, | probably should be happy to 
be able to move my feet but it still fucking sucks l'm not able to run a few feet without nearly suffocating. 


| bent down, holding my stomach dry heaving. If I'd eating anything today, I'd probably be barfing all over the fucking place. Luckily 


l'm to broke to eat anything. For a junkie there are more important things to save up your money for. 


Slash looks like he's ready to pass out at any minute. Damn, | didn't think he could be any paler than he already was. He leans back 
to the brick wall and slides down until he slumps down on the filthy ground. He pulls a small bottle of Jack out of his pocket and 


takes a big gulp. 


| remember why | needed to get a drink in the first place and empty the small bottle in one chug. Damn, I'm really about to rip off 
some dealer for cash and dope. That's not a walk in the park. 


Don't get me wrong, l'm not a pussy. I've been hanging around these streets a long time now and I've seen shit coming down that | 
wished I've never witnessed. 


Like that one time the cops found a body in a dumpster right behind the recording studio. Someone cut off the damn head of that 


poor fucker. Can you imagine? The fucking head was found a few feet away. Geez.. 


These are exactly the things that happen to you if you fuck with drug dealers. 


| pull out the second bottle | had stolen and uncap it and gulp the clear liquid down. I'm already feeling a little dizzy. At least the 


sharp pain in my stomach is gone now. Its slightly easing the withdrawal symptoms. 


After | flip a smoke to my lips, | fumble my gun. "So, let's do this." | say, almost like cheering up myself. Or pumping mysellf up with 
a pep talk. 


Protect more of yo: 2 əs for less! 


Slash gets up, straightening himself. He looks like he's preparing for a fucking fistfight. He looks even more trashed than before. We 


are so damn screwed. 
"What should | do?" He says. 


| reply with a snort. "Just don't get yourself killed, dude. Let me do the fucking talking." | say and scan the street for our potential 


victim. 
"Can | have the gun?" He asks ridiculously like a ten year old. 


Yeah, sure. I'll just go totally ninja on some heavy armed drug dealer, just killing him with my bare hands. Fuck no | wasn't 
surrendering my fucking gun! 


We stake out some shady guy down Hollywood blvd. This thing is a suicide mission, | swear. Everyone fucking knows me around here. 


But a junkie gotta do what a junkies gotta do, right? There's just no fucking other way to come up with some cash. 

Slash and | split up. He's going to pass that guy and turn to him to ask for smack. Slash's supposed to argue about the price and to 
just piss that guy off, so | can sneak up from behind. | pull the gun to his head and make him hand out cash and dope. So much for 
the theory. What happens then is just the confirmation that reality never meets theory. 

"Show me the money!" The guy says to Slash with an impatient sound in his voice. 

Now, as we know Slash and | are fucking broke so there is no money to show and Slash tries to talk to him. 

"C'mon, man. I've got enough money. Just trust me on this." 


"Get the money motherfucker. Cause | got no more patience" The guy says, pulling a knife on him. 


| fucking knew it! | knew that shit would go down like this. You don't have to be psychic to know that a damn dealer wouldn't just let 
himself get ripped off. I've been doing that shit way to long myself. Slash backs off, raising his hands in defense. 


"Cool, man No need to get all fucking medieval on me." Slash tries to smooth things out. 


l'm ready to jump the guy with my gun but he spots me. Maybe I'm too drunk for this or not high enough. But before | get to the 
guy, he fucking round kicks the gun from my hands. 


| collapse to the ground, holding my guts as the guy bails. | feel searing pain in my abdomine. | feel wetness. 
"| think that fucker fucking stabbed me." | pant. 


| pull my hand away and Slash gets close to freaking out. There's blood everywhere. On the fucking pavement and all over my 
clothes. Damn, | really liked my new shirt. The one that fucker ruined by cutting a hole in it. 


"Shit... shit.. Izz, man" Slash panics. "We gotta get you to a hospital.” 


Chinatown 
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Chinatown 
“Shit... shit.. Izz, man’ Slash panics. ‘We gotta get you to a hospital.” 


He's shuffling back and forth, grabbing at his head. He is totally fucking failing on the first aid thing here. Shouldn't we be applying 
pressure and trying to stop the bleeding? I'm trying but I'm now strong enough right now. 


"No, man." | say writing in agony, cradling my torso. Bleeding like a stuck fucking hog. "They're gonna ask questions. They'll know it's 


dope related and arrest us. Just get me home." | pant. 


To this point l'm still sure this is something | could fix with some superglue and duct tape. I'm too out of it and in shock to get the 
severity of my situation. 


Slash fumbles his pockets and pulls out some quarters. He moves toward the next pay phone. 


"Damn, Slash. Don't you dare call “Il. They're gonna bring the fucking cops." My words come out slow and dragging. | feel dizzy. | can 
barely stay awake. 


Slash dials a few numbers but it seems no one is answering. | can hear him slamming the handset a few times in frustration when 


no one answers. Then suddenly someone seems to be taking the call. 
"Man, | didn't know who else to call. Izzy is.we're in some serious trouble." Slash's talking to someone. "Yeah..no he got stabbed.. Yes, 
fucking stabbed stabbed.. Like butchered, man. We need a fucking doctor." Then there's silence. Slash seems to be listening to 


someone because all | can hear are some "yeahs" and "uhhuhs". 


| guess | passed out a bit from either the searing pain or all the blood loss, because when | open my eyes again, Slash is heaving me 


up. 
"C'mon Izz, stay awake man" He says, smacking the side of my face and dragging me with him down the road 
"Where're we going?" | ask, not sure if | can walk all the way to god know where. | feel so drained. 


"Got an address. It's a doctor. He's working off the record" He says and | wonder what kind of doctor would stitch up some fucked 


up junkie without telling anyone. 
"| can't" | groan with pain. "I can't fucking make it." 
"It's not far. We just need to get to Chinatown, man" He says. 


| get all my strength together to keep walking. But something seems very odd here. I've been in La for years and never once had a 


reason to go to Chinatown 


"Chinatown? Where the hell did you get that address?" | ask suspiciously. It takes all the energy | have to ask | mean, yeah. I'm 


fucked up and bleeding but l'm still not fucking stupid. 


"Its a friend of Sixx's. Said something about family of family of some friend" Then he dares to chuckle. "I bet its family of one of 
his Asian hookers." 


For a moment I'm speechless. "Nikki Sixx? Are you fucking crazy to trust that motherfucker? God, | bet I'll wake up without a kidney 
if m even going to survive this shit." | yell at him, finding my voice again. 


Slash keeps cool. | wonder if it's because he's hammered as fuck or if he's just desperate to get help. 


| have no memory how we actually got to Chinatown, but here we are. We stop at a grocery store and l'm too fucked up to ask but 
Slash seems to think we're at the right place. He drags me inside. The Asian lady behind the counter eyes us suspiciously. Just when 
| was beginning to think this is one of Nikki Sixx's bad jokes to send us to the fucking wrong place just to let me die. 


The lady gives us a nod and points out to a backdoor. l'm fucking tired and almost nodding out but Slash somehow manages to keep 


me going. 


But | know this is it. lim gonna die from a fucking stab wound in the back of an Asian grocery store. | can't help a chuckle. This is 
nuts. Who the fuck thought | would ever die like this? | imagined I'd OD on smack and not die from trying to score some. 


"Nikki-san told us you come." An old Asian says. "We fix you. Come, come." He points out for me to lay down 
| hesitantly let Slash help me over to what looks like fucking kitchen table with layers of paint peeling from it. 


Fuck Sixx. Seriously. That motherfucker has a real twisted sense of humor. That Asian guys looks like he's close to kicking the bucket 
himself. He looks like he's a fucking hundred years old. You ever heard about karma? | haven't. But while the old guy examines my 
wound, he gives me the full lecture of how karma is going to fuck me in the ass eventually. Trust me, I've never heard so much 


bullshit in my whole life. 


"You have bad karma, lzzy-san" That Asian guy keeps bugging me with this weird mandarin accent. Wait! Nobody told him my name. 
"Not good, make bad future. Your karma bad, you never be happy." He examines my wound closely. 


"Injury in good place. No damage inside from knife. But damage from Karma" 


Slash hands me the last bottle of Jack that's left, knowing | need it more. | gladly take it from him and take a big gulp, handing it 
back to him while the Asian guy spreads weird black powder on my wound. He sticks the flame of a candle to it and sparks fly from 
my skin. It looks like dud firework. | flinch. No fuck that | jump. Like I'm expecting him to set my skin on fire. Wasn't | in enough 
fucking pain here? | grit my teeth together and moan in agony. That shit stings and burns like a motherfucker. 


| jump up. "What the fuck man?" I'm kinda pissed. But I'm weak. I've lost a lot of blood. | probably don't come off very threatening. 


"To stop bleeding, no worry Izzy-san" 


Then | see him coming at me with needle and thread. "This karma for your bad" 


| don't want to be rude because that guy is stitching me up but if he keeps talking weird shit like that, I'm gonna strangle him with 
the next fucking bandage | see. | feel the sting of the needle go through my skin. | suck in my breath a bit. 


Slash is eyeing the drug cabinet. Seeing if there's anything worth taking. We still haven't had a fix yet. Don't get me wrong, scoring 
dope and shooting up is still on my junkie priority list. But getting patched up comes first. | can't bleed to death before | score. 


"So, how's that karma thing work?" Slash asks the old man as he picks up a jar of some unspecified pickled object and studies it. | 


fight the urge to bitch slap him. The guy was finally shutting up with that shit. 
Asian grandpa gives him a smile. Yeah, | bet he's happy someone is even listening to him and this crazy talk of his. 


"Very simple," he smiles at Slash. "Good karma, good future. Bad Karma, bad future." He keeps repeating himself. | doubt he knows 
what he's talking about. He's older than time and seems a bit crazy. 


He stares at me intently, "You Izzy-san.bad karma, bad thing happen to you. You must do good" 
| roll my eyes at so much bullshit. | don;t have time for this shit. | need a fix for the pain Fuck Karma 
"So we can change our Karma?" Slash asks him seriously. 


| just look at him dumbfounded. God just shut up. Fucking Karma? I'm here to keep from bleeding to death, not fucking turn to some 
Asian religion like Budism. 


"Yes, good make up for bad. Change future." The old man says. 
| can't help laughing out loud. Please, kill me now Karmal What a load of shit. The old Asian dude looks at me with a serious look. 
"Yeah, so now | know why | lost that lottery ticket for over seven million bucks, huh?" | join the conversation with sarcasm. 


The old guy looks at me, shaking his head. 


"Karma change if you do good. You will see, lzzy-san" 


| just keep shaking my head. That fucker is not right in the head, believe me. "Sure. I'll go and make a list of all the bad things I've 
done to change them." | add smugly. 


The old man approaches me and lays a medallion around my neck. "Never take off. It protect lzzy-san" 


| glance down to it. It's cool looking and shit | guess. But | have to get the fuck out of here and score! If it helps me score | will wear 


the fucking thing. 


| guess the old Asian knows a junkie when he sees one. "You can change it. Drugs no fix in here," he says placing his wrinkled hand on 
my chest at my heart. "You must heal here." 


What Was That About Karma Again? 


What Was That About Karma Again? 


| think lim dead. 
No joke. | mean dead. Like dead dead. Croaked, lifeless, gone. 


How the fuck do | know? | just know, okay? 
| feel weird. Like numb. | mean, shouldn't | be in pain or something? | did get fucking stabbed, right? Or shouldn't | at least be 
suffering from withdrawal? | know | was. But | just don't feel anything. So if | feel nothing I've gotta be dead, right? 


| will my heavy eyes to open Maybe l'm not dead. When | open my eyes l'm lying on a bed. This isn't hell house. This isn't my bed. | 
have no fucking clue where | am. | strain my eyes for better look around. Its a crappy Motel room. The wallpaper is old and yellowed 


and it's beginning to peel off in one corner. 


Yeah, that's exactly how | imagine purgatory being for me. To be stuck in some rundown Motel for eternity, bored to death. | think | 
deserve this. I've been such a fuck up in my life. What was that shit about karma again? 


The door opens and | bend my head to see who's coming in, but | don't actually care. I'm too fucking numb to care. Still those old 


human instincts react in me and | look out of habit. 


A small figures appears in the doorframe, enlightened by the daylight that's coming through the open door. My eyes throb at the 
sudden light. | wish whoever it is would shut the fucking door. Why couldn't my purgatory be less bright? 


The first thing | think, as the figure moves closer is that | might be wrong about purgatory. Because what | see walking up on me is 
a fucking angel. The light behind her is like a halo of heavenly auras. Did | go to heaven instead? Why else would | see an angel? 


She's young. Maybe eighteen, twenty tops. She's wearing a long white dress that flows in some breeze | can't seem to feel. The way 
the light touches her hair, it looks like it's on fire. Maybe it is. Maybe this is hell. Satan was beautiful right? Why wouldn't his grim 


reaper chick who was here for me be? 


But the Angel comes closer to me. The angel is so fucking beautiful, | can't breathe. What the fuck is she doing here? Who is she? Is 
she good or bad? Is she here to take me to the other side? 


When she reaches the bed, she looks down on me with a frantic look on her face. | feel a bit doomed now. | try to swallow the knot 


in my throat. She is too damn pretty for a look like that. A girl like her should be smiling. But her lack of it is troubling me. 

| feel the urge to make her smile but | still can't move or speak. She bends forward, her face coming quite clearly into my view. Her 
hair that had appeared on fire now just looks wavy red hair touches my bare chest. It's like Axl's but redder. | want to touch it, 
feel the silky strands running through my fingers. 

Her small breasts press against my chest when she moves even closer to me. Hovering over me. Drawing her head closer and 
closer to mine. | can feel her soft lips on my ear. Her hair smells like fruit. | can't make out what exactly but its so damn delicious, 
| can't stop myself from licking my lips. 


"Save me, Izzy." She whispers in my ear. "Please save me." 


| would do anything to have her moan my name over and over again 


Suddenly | feel a sharp pain in my gut and blink for a second. The girl is gone now. The room is darker. | wake up with a dark figure 
hovering over me. It's fucking cold and | don't feel numb anymore. Quite the opposite, I'm sweating like hell and my body is shaking. 


"Ax turn up the heat," | think | moan. 
| try to make out who's sitting next to me and slowly | recognize the big figure with the black hair. Panic sweeps me as a tall lanky 
dark figure appears with this blur around him. He is tall. But the hair is spiked up at least three inches and his boots bear plat 


formed soles. He appears six foot six. His hair is black and wild. | can't make him out, but there's a sense of familiarity. 


| blink a few more times and he comes into focus better. | see pale skin, nearly translucent. There is a smirk on his face that makes 


me feel uneasy. Wait | know that evil smirk. | look closer. | see black eyes framed by smeared eyeliner. 
"Sixx?" | groan in pain and wonder how he got here. 


"Glad to see you made it, Stradlin” He says with an evil smile and pokes my wound. That motherfucker is plain evil, trust me on this. 


"| see you missed me, huh?" 


No. | had not missed Nikki Sixx. Not one bit. If | wasn't in so much pain | would be convinced this was hell. But then Nikki Sixx being 


here right now makes it hell on earth. does that count? 


A sinister look accompanied by and equally sinister smile comes to his face. "You're one twisted motherfucker, Stradin. Getting a 
hard on from being stabbed?" He says and pokes my wound again. "You like the pain, huh?" 


For a moment | don't even get what he's talking about but then | follow his gaze to my crotch. This is fucking embarrassing. 

His long bony index finger pokes my bandage once more. 

| wince and feel pissed. If only | could get up. 

"That hurt?" he says giving an evil sideways grin and glinting the teeth in the corner of his mouth. 

"Not feeling well Stradlin?" His voice is condescending. Almost mocking and prodding for his own twisted amusement. 

He reaches down to his boot and pulls out a hypodermic. "Bet you could use this huh?" he teases me and dangles it before my eyes. 
| moan and that's all the begging I'm capable of giving this son of a bitch. 

| feel him feeling my arm for a vein Then | feel him shove the needle in me. He's not very gentle. Most likely on purpose because 
he's a bastard. But | feel my cold body growing warmer. My head is clearing up. The churning in my guts subsides. The pain of my 
stab wound dies down 

"Yeah, you feel better now huh?" He says in his goddamn Nikki Sixx way. 

Let me set things straight: | don't like Nikki Sixx. Hell, | would even say | hate the guy. He's much more fucked up than Slash and | 
combined, he has a twisted sense of humor, he loves to fucking torture people just for his pleasure and he does whatever the fuck 
he wants. If | hadn't seen him bleeding with my own eyes once, I'd even say he's not fucking human. | would still think he's the 


fucking devil. 


So owing Nikki Sixx isn't something I'm happy about. But | have to give him credit for putting up with our shit. If it wasn't for him, 
I'd probably died on the fucking street. Still, I'm not comfortable with this. With him, there's always a catch. It's like selling your 


fucking soul. Someday he'll come out of the blue to collect. And it's probably something you're not willing to give away. 


Its now that I'm able to scan the room and see who else is here. Where did that chick go? | look up and see Axl with his arms 
folded across his chest. He's nodding at Nikki, but he's staring right at me. Fucking great. I'm never going to hear the end of this 
fucking shit. He's gonna ream me from one side and out the other. Trust me. I've known Axl longer than anyone except my own 
family. And | know Slash had to have explained how all this happened. So yeah, | have an ass chewing coming, Axl Rose style. Axl is 
still staring at me with that fucking look of his. But | can't help but to think of that chick when | see his hair. 


After setting us straight, Nikki Sixx just hangs with us for a few days. Him and Slash are friends somehow. Don't ask. | just think all 
of those Crue guys are sick fucks. And | don't even want to share the same air with them. Im slowly feeling better and I'm grateful 
| don't have to go out and score but like | said: | don't want to have that motherfucker around me. 


"So, | heard the word on the street is there's a bounty on Stradlin's head" Nikki chuckles. 


My head shoots up from the guitar that's resting in my lap. | don't really follow the guys conversation but hearing my name lets 


me listen up. 
"What?" | ask a little confused. 


"Yeah, that dealer you guys tried to rip off. Which was, by the way, the most pathetic robbery in history. They recognized you 
somehow." Nikki says, laughing his ass off. "You should probably get his ass out of LA until you handle the other dealer.” 


"And where the fuck are we gonna send him with no fucking money?” Axl ask growing frustrated with me all over again 


Nikki snorts with that demented laugh of his, "Better start hunting a new rhythm guitarist then" The amusement in his voice is 
fucking chilling. It's like you can hear his delight at my misfortune. | told you this motherfucker was evil. 


Great, now we're not only the biggest joke in West Hollywood, every fucking junkie in town is probably looking for me, too. Fuck! 


Shiprocked 


Shiprocked 


Staying in LA with a reward on my head was simply out of the fucking question Half of Hollywood's underbelly of junkies already 
knew who | was. I'm also in a pretty well known band on the scene. So the other half of Hollywood probably knew me too. There 


simply was nowhere to hide me in LA. | had to leave town, 


That really pissed Axl off. It meant that our shows would have to be cancelled indefinatly. It also meant that | couldn't come back 
until the dealer Slash and | tried to rob either A) gets amnesia, B) moves to the east coast, C) goes to jail, D) we get really rich 
really fast and hire body guards, or E) he fucking falls dead. | suppose Axl is justified in being a little pissed. 


So Sixx stocked me up with smack and a shitload of coke. He drove me to the bus station and handed me a bus ticked and a wad of 
cash. | look at the ticket in my hand. It says Destination: Shiprock, New Mexico. Never fucking heard of it, so the chances of that 
dope dealer guessing it was pretty remote. Hell | would like to know how the hell Nikki knows about it. 


A Fucking bus out of LA. Fuck! | couldn't believe what | had gotten myself into. So | board the bus. | rest my guitar case between 
my legs and cling to it because the bus is so goddamn loaded there's nowhere else to put the fucking thing. | can't wait to get to 
this mystery place Sixx is sending me. l'm ready to just rent a room and get high. And | think | have no intention of coming down for 
at least a week. Why the fuck not, right? My life sucks anyway. 


There's this fat tourist sitting next to me. He's babbling some accented shit about the US being so much wider than his country. 
Then he compared the fucking landscape difference. The mountains and the desert and shit. | could give a fuck and don't really care 
to fucking listen Unfortunately I'm apparently stuck with him until Vegas. God how much further is it to Vegas? 


After a while | just stare out the fucking window. All | can think about is how screwed up my life has become. And when exactly did 
it get like this. | used to be happier than this. | used to just shoot up here and there or chase the dragon and play guitar with the 
guys. Where exactly did it all go so wrong? When did | fuck it all up? 


Was it because | came to LA with nothing but my car and some drums? Was it because | fucked strippers and prostitutes just to 
put a roof over my head? Was it because | did drugs? Maybe because | was a dealer? Did | break the wrong heart? Really, | wish | 


knew. The word Karma kept playing in my head. Was that old Asian dude right? 


It was a real goddamn long bus ride. When | finally heard the driver announce "Shiprock" | jumped up with my guitar and raced up 
front. The doors opened and | stepped off. The doors behind me closed and the bus left. | look around. I'm in the fucking middle of 
nowhere. Literally. There is nothing. | mean it. Absolutely nothing at all. | see a small motel and a church across the street. Thank 
god, because | do see a liquor store. It appears to double as a gas station as well. | see some people crossing the street to the 


church. Where the fuck do they even come from? Surely people don't actually live here. It's a flat barren desert wasteland 


l'm standing at an intersection. | look up at the street signs identifying where | am. Its at this precise moment that | know why Nikki 
picked this goddamn place. | can't help but chuckle and slightly shake my head. The sign reads Highway 64 running East and West and 
Highway bbb running North and South. Fucking typical Sixx. | shake off my thoughts and start to walk toward the motel. 


| go to check in There's a blonde dude behind the counter, dressed like he's about to go to Sunday school. These people around here 
are fucking weird. | bet they're all religious freaks. That would explain that fucking church right in the middle of nowhere. 


The guy looks at me with a puzzled look on his face. Obviously they are not used to have strangers around here. Much less 
strangers that look like me. | wonder why they would build a fucking Motel here in the first place. But | know just look odd to them. | 


mean fuck, look at me. 


| set my guitar down and lean on the counter. | let out a huge sigh. 
"Welcome to the "Shiprock Inn" sir. How can | help you?" The guy welcomes me nicely but | notice a slight frown on his face. 
"| need a room" | say plainly. I'm not in the mood to play nice. 


"How long are you planning to stay?" The dude asks and | have a feeling he just wants to get rid of me as soon as possible. If he 
plans to give me a room at all. 


"| have no fucking clue, man. At least a week. Maybe two. Who the fuck knows.." | reply annoyed and wait for him to hand me the 
key. But he's not moving. 


"The room is to be paid in advance, sir. Please sign here. Check out is at noon" The dude hands me a paper to sign and | hand him 


the cash in return Then | finally get my key. 


| find the numbers on a door that match the ones on the key ring, and stroll into my room. This is it, my new sanctuary. I'm not 
planning on leaving this room for a while. | sigh and turn back around to go find a vending machine. | need to stock up on chocolate. 
Junkies don't eat much else. Chocolate metabolizes the heroin | look over my shoulder at this hick town. Of all the fucking places..it 
comes down to here? | ran away from Lafayette to end up here? 

| return to my room. As the door snaps shut | feel doom sweep through me. | draw the curtains closed. | take a picture down off 
the wall and pour a pile of coke onto it. | open up my guitar case and pull it out. | sit on the bed and get comfortable. | pick up the 
phone to call the guys. Axl is so fucking pissed at me that he ordered me to check in every day. | fucking feel like I'm on parole or 
something. It's bad enough I'm stuck in this fucking hick town, | don't need to be checked on daily. | flip a cigarette to my lips, take a 
sip from the Jack | bought at the last stop and dial the Hell House. 

"Yeah?" | hear Duff answer the phone. 

"Its me." | say, exhaling the smoke loudly. 


"|22?" 


| roll my eyes. He knows exactly who's calling. | don't get why he's asking stupid questions. 
"Who else, fucker? Ax around?" 


"Yeah, wait." Duff says and | hear him yelling for Axl before he gets back to the phone. "So, you're good, man?" 
"Yeah, everything's just peachy” | answer annoyed 

| know it's not his fault, This is all on me. Because Im so fucking stupid 

"Be safe, man" He says and | hear the phone rustling, Then Axl talks to me. 

"Izz?" He asks. 

"Yeah." | plainly reply, rubbing the bridge of my nose. l'm going to get a headache from this shit. 


"You got there?" 


No, I'm on my fucking way to Canada. Of course l'm here | think, but dare not say. "Yeah. Just checked in" | say, taking another sip 
of my whiskey. 


"Is good you're that far away. I'm still so fucking pissed at you, Izz. You need to get your shit together. You're screwing this up for 


everyone here. You're screwing up the band" Axl gets into another speech of lecturing me. | can't fucking take it anymore. 


"Yeah, yeah.. | know, Ax. You said this at least a hundred times." | reply. What else can | say? | have no fucking clue how to solve 
that dealer problem, but | also know its mainly about my drug habit. But thats something | just don't argue about. 


"Don't you dare getting yourself in trouble over there.” Axl goes on with his speech. 


| sigh. How the hell should | get into trouble here? l'm in a Motel in fucking nowhere and all people around here are some church 


freaks. What the fuck should | do to get trouble? Steal the fucking mass wine? 


Finally | get off the damn phone with Axl. | reach for the smack in my boot and toss it onto the night stand. | open up the duffel 
bag that contains three sets of clothes. All | fucking own One pair of black leather pants. Two black denim and a faded pair with 
holes worn into the knees. | have A white button down shirt. A printed one. A Ramones T shirt with no sleeves. A solid white T shirt. 


One leather vest. And a container. My works. 


| pull the square tin box out and open it up. Inside are needles, a bent blackened spoon, and two plastic lemons. All a junkie truly 
needs. | lay the spoon on the nightstand and sit the box next to me. | carefully undo the bag of snack. My eyes scan the room for 
something to use to scoop a little out. Ahh, eureka. By the coffee pot lies some coffee stirrers with little paddle like bottoms. | grab 
one and rip the plastic wrapper off with my teeth. | then scoop out the dirty brown powder and carefully lay it in the spoon 


| reach to my side and grab one of the plastic lemons. | pop the cap and carefully drop in the right amount. | close the lid and toss 
it back in the tin box at my side. Again | grab the coffee stirrer and mix my batter. | carefully pick up the spoon with one hand and 
my lighter in the other. | strike it under the spoon. | watch as the dissolved powder starts to disappear and the edges start to 
bubble. A black residue clings to the sides of the spoon. Fastest meal in the world to cook. | gently sit the spoon back down. 


| pull off my shirt and unbuckle my belt. | loop my arm into it, and let it dangle as | reach for a needle. | pick up my cigarettes and 
pull one out. | pull out a piece of filter with my teeth. Note to self, find some cotton balls Iz | ball it between my fingers and lay it 


in the spoon. Believe me, you don't want all that black residue in your fucking veins. 


| reach over for the needle. | bend over and stick it's tip into the cotton and begin pulling back on the plunger. | pull until | hear air 
sucking through the cigarette filter. | hold it to the lamps light. | give a few taps to the side and carefully push up on the plunger 
until the air is all out. | tighten the belt just below my elbow. My teeth hold the end securely. | flex a fist to make my veins bulge 
up. | see a good target and steady the tip of the needle sideways down it. It slides in my skin like a well lubricated cock. | pull back on 
the plunger, testing to see if it's in my vein. A small puff of my blood trickles in and clouds the golden mixture. Bingo. | start to 
push down on the plunger. My eyes can't help but close. Nikki gave me some pretty fucking good shit. Then the belt slips from my 
teeth. 


And for some strange reason the Asian man's voice whispers in my head, “Bad karma lzzy-san 


Maybe days pass? | can't keep track of the time. Hours turn to minutes and days turn to hours. The drugs have me disconnected 
from things like that. Time has ceased to even matter. | felt dead again, dead on the inside. I've picked up my guitar since I've been 
here, but | don't recall playing a single note yet. | just stay here by the phone in a drug haze waiting for someone to call and tell me 
it's safe to return. But then, | suppose no one knows where the fuck to find me except Nikki. 


| still laugh when | think about where he sent me. There was a bit of irony to the goddamn devil sending me to Highway bbb. And it 
was quite aptly named. This place just had to be hell. Only hell could be this fucking boring. It's also too quite. If | had no smack | 
wouldn't be able to sleep here. I've been in LA for a long ass time. l'm used to sirens and horns and cars whizzing by. But here, it's 


crickets, locusts and an occasional coyote. Even Lafayette wasn't this goddamn quiet. Or boring. 


| wonder if I'm ever going to get to go back. It's not like the dealer was going to just forget everything. Even though he stabbed me 
and didn't get robbed. These streets don't work that way. Street justice doesn't work that way. If | went back | would be as good as 


a dead man. One thing is certain, the drugs are eventually gonna run out. Then l'm as good as a dead man again. 


So as you see, my outlook is bleak. But for now, I've got plenty of smack to keep me occupied. Or unoccupied, as some might see it. 
But fuck it. | just don't care anymore. 


Room 108 


Room 108 


Mary Josephine Levi's POV 


This is my wedding day. 

This should be the happiest day in every woman's life. The that you get all beautiful and marry the man you love. But yet I'm 
sitting in the Sunday school room of our church. My feet are tapping nervously and the collar of this wedding dress my mother 
picked out is wedding closing around my throat like a hangman's noose. Sweat is pouring from every pore of my body and l'm close 


to panicking. A need to get up and run screaming plagues me. 


My mother pours a ton of hairspray on my hairdo and I'm thankful for the dizziness that comes with the lack of air. She keeps 
going on and on that this is the way its done. This is how our lord planned it. She tells me she felt the same on her wedding day. 
She said it wasn't so bad and she didn't regret having me for an instant. 


But I'm about to be married to a man almost forty years older than me. And I'm to be his fifth or sixth wife. | don't even know his 
other wives. | don't want to know them. | don't want to know him. | don't want to let a man | don't even know to take me against my 


will. Nor am | ready for the children | am expected to soon make. 
All | know is that | wish to cry out from the top of my lungs "No, | don't want to marry him!" 


But | don't say a word. This is not how | was raised. | was raised to submit. | was raised that multiple wives were normal. Don't get 
me wrong, l'm not some naive sissy hillbilly virgin from a lunatic religious cult or something. Okay, so maybe | am from a lunatic 
religious cult but I'm neither a virgin, nor a hillbilly. That's the point. 


| left this place and these people. | wanted to break free and make something of myself. But now | was being drawn from a normal 
life with college and normal friends. I'm being forced back into this nightmare that used to be my reality for years. | thought | had 
finally escaped it and now l'm right back here. Right back in hell. 


| keep sitting still, my hands clinging the piece of paper in my lap. These are my vows. Not that | mean them. How could | mean such 
loving flowery words to a man | didn't love. A man old enough to be my father. Hell, | didn't even write them. | couldn't even begin to. 


Just as everything else they are just forced on me. | want none of this. 


While my mother keeps fumbling my hair, | force myself to be still. Trapped inside the real me screams: RUN! But | wait for my 
impending doom. Pretending to be the perfect daughter and soon to be the perfect wife. | have to. These things are expected of me. 
| know if | refuse my family will hunt me to the ends of the earth. My father has promised me to this man. 


| keep staring at the front desk. The receptionist ignores us. | wonder if that guy could help me to get away but | guess he's paid to 
just let us sit here. But god how | wish he could see this disdain in my eyes. | wish he understood what was about to happen to me. 
But he doesn't. This is just a basic wedding party. I'm sure he had seen hundreds here. How could he know the truth? 


A guy walks in and my eyes shoot up to catch his appearance. He's skinny with jet black hair that crops under his chin and cascades 
down his back. He dressed all in black, and wearing a cap and sunglasses. He might be a musician because he sets aside something 
that looks like a guitar case. I'm not sure why | bother to look at him, but he's so different from the people around here, | just 


can't look away. 


His angular jaw can be seen tensing. But his face seems quite relaxed. His stride seems to be in no hurry at all. When he walks his 


eyes fall to the ground. He looks tired Like he has traveled a long way to be here. Though for the life of me | can't imagine why. No 
one comes to this place for a reason. | can't help but wonder what brings him here. He's so different from the people around here, | 


can't look away. 


He doesn't even notice us. Why would he? He looks perfect, like some dark angel, and we're just some weird religious folks. He pounds 


the bell looking a bit agitated. The man behind the counter approaches him, not looking very happy to see him. 
"Here's cash for the next two nights," he barely says and tosses wadded bills onto the counter. 


"And sir?" The man says to him as he's turning to leave. "Do you think maybe you could let housekeeping in today? It has been four 
days sir.” 


The long haired man in black simply flips him off over his shoulder and keeps on walking with that guitar case. When he walks out, | 


close my eyes for a second. | want to keep this as a memory. 
"Mary Jo, are you okay? My aunt Beth asks. 


My hands are shaking and I'm close to crying. 
No I'm not ok. I'm about to marry some man | don't even know. I'm not ready for this. | don't want that life. | don't want him. | want 


to go back to school. | want to get educated. | want to get a job. | want to move far far away from here. | want to run screaming. | 


want to be like that black clad guy with the guitar. Free. 
"| have a headache." | reply and my aunt caresses my cheek, looking at me closely. 


"You should lay down a bit. It will take a while until your new family will arrive." She says and signs me to stand up to follow her to 


the next room. | lie down on the bed. | know sleep is not going to be possible. Yet | try, even if it is for the escape in will bring me. 


My heart aches. | just want it to be over as soon as possible and now we have to wait for another couple of hours. | feel like being 
on death row. | don't know how many hours had gone by. We were still waiting when my mother suddenly cries out in the bathroom. 


Aunt Beth hurries to help her and | don't even hesitate. | don't even care to ask what happened. As soon as my aunt vanishes into 


the bathroom, l'm at the door. 


The exit in the lobby is blocked by our people and | feel panic rising. What if they catch me? What am | thinking? But | keep going. 
My will just won't allow me to submit without first trying at least. | have no clue what l'm doing, but | walk down the row of rooms. 
Trying door after door I'm almost thinking about going back. They are all locked. But | know they are coming for me. As soon as my 
father and brother find out, they will try to get me back. 


So | keep trying handle after handle. Then the very last door | come to is unlocked. This is my chance. Room 108. 


| open the door and step inside. The sour smell of alcohol, cigarettes, and sweat is slapping me in the face. It smells like the cross of 


a bar and a dumpster that has had beer discarded in it. It's not at all a pleasant smell. A cleaning lady could really be used in here. 


| take a look at my surroundings. Its dark in the room. The floor is covered in clothes and papers, mostly candy wrappers. There's 
an empty bottle of whiskey on the nightstand along with a pack of cigarettes and an overloaded ashtray. There's a pile of powder on 
the hotel's painting sitting on the table. A guitar is lying in front of the bed. Doubt washes over me and | step closer to have a look 
at the person who's laying there. 


There's a lump in the bed underneath the sheets, apparently this person is sleeping. For a moment | hesitate. But the will to survive 


is much greater than the fear of who's sleeping in there. So | go into the room, locking the door behind me. 


| cross over closer to the bed as my eyes adjust to the dim room. | inhale sharply. The sleeping person is a man. | mean, I'd guessed 
that, but | wasn't prepared for the reality of this man. It's that fish out of water from the lobby just hours before. The long 
haired guy dressed in black. | guess | should have guessed that from the guitar at the end of the bed. 

He is young with a boyish face and dark hair, but | can tell it's dyed black. Dark brown roots show at his scalp. He is very shirtless 
and spread out on the bed. His chest is uncovered and bears no hair. His skin looks like moon light. More jewelry than I'd ever been 
allowed to wear gleams against his skin. He even has a loop through one nostril. | can't look away. I've never seen anything like him 
before. 

Seconds tick by and my mouth dries, but I've got to say something. So | lean in and whisper at him. 

"Sir? Excuse me, sir?" | say as | reach out for his shoulder to give him a gentle nudge. 

His hand shoots out in a nanosecond and locks around my wrist. A scream rises in my throat at this sudden shock. In one motion so 
it seems, he flips me onto my back and claps his hand over my mouth, muffling my scream. His body weight pins me. His hands pin 
my wrists above my head. He's strong and his hands calloused and warm. | freeze as he stares down into my eyes. I'm terrified as 
he looks down at me with furious furrowed brows and black eyes. The tips of his long black hair tickle my cheeks. | can smell 
cigarettes on his hand, and the whiskey on his lips. 

He studies me long and hard a moment. His eyes seem to fixate on my hair. | have no clue what he's going to do with me. Then | see 
his face start to relax a bit. A small sideways grin comes to his mouth as he gives me a preditorial look. My heart is racing. Oh god, 
he's going to rape me. | shouldn't have come in his room. | was just asking for this to happen. 


"Nikki send ya darlin?" He asks with a sideways smirk forming. 


He has the most nonthreatening voice I've ever heard before. He had that voice a teenage boy gets when he wants in your pants. It 


was smooth and velvety and coated with sugar. It was calming. It made me feel safe even though he was pinning me to his bed and 
gagging me. 


| try to shake my head no under his iron grasp. 

His eyes go confused now. "Then who the fuck are you?" He asks. 

But | can't answer with his hand on my mouth. | guess he too realizes this because he blinks a few times and softens his face. 
"Im gonna move my hand ok.please don't scream. 

| can only stare into his eyes, hypnotized like a cobra within them. 

"Nod if you understand me," he says, his tone a bit more demanding to let me know he means business. 


| nod several short nods in a yes. He hesitates with one raised eyebrow but slowly moves his hand away. But he's still pinning me to 


the bed. Still holding my wrists above my head. Lips still inches from mine. Is he going to move? 
| part my lips and utter, "Mary Josaphine." 
"You're not a hooker?" He asks. 


| quickly shake my head no. Was he expecting a prostitute? And for a minute he had thought | was one? He slowly lets go of my 


wrists and raises himself off me enough that | can breathe. But he is still hovered over me. He's looking at me strangely. 


"Have we met?" He questions looking me over as if | seem familiar. 

"N..no.l saw you..in the lobby a few hours ago." 

He rises off me and sits at the edge of the bed. | quickly scoot all of me up against the headboard. He reaches over to the 
nightstand and picks up a pack of cigarettes. He pulls one out and lights it. It isn't until this moment that | notice he is naked. | do my 
best not to stare, but he has a really nice body. He's skinny, real skinny, but attractive all the same. 

"So," he says exhaling smoke and looking at me, "You always make it a habit of coming in strange men’s rooms?" 


"| can explain," | say. "Could you please put on some clothes?" 


He glances down | guess not realizing he's naked. However he doesn't seem embarrassed or modest. He bends over and picks up a 
pair of leather pants off the floor. He slides his legs in them and stands up to wiggle them over his hips. He glances at me over his 


shoulder with a cigarette dangling from his lips. | know | must look pretty embarrassed. 


"Damn honey you look like you've never seen a guys naked ass before." He slightly chuckles and walks over to the TV to pick up an 
unopened bottle of Whiskey. Jim Beam to be exact. He takes a huge chug straight from the bottle. He then looks to me with a shrug. 


"l'm waiting.” 


Familiarity 


Familiarity 


Izzy POV 


There's that weird dream again. The one with that hot chick in it. Yeah, | know there are always hot chicks involved with my dreams, 
| am a guy. But this one is different. She's hot. | mean the same really hot one from my dreams, only slightly different. In my 
dreams she appears more heavenly, more angelic. She has this flaming red hair unlike any natural hair color | have ever seen Her 
body is to die for, sculpted like a stripper in a high prices strip joint. | wonder why | keep dreaming about her. | never met this chick 
before. Believe me if | had, | wouldn't have let her get away. She is the most beautiful thing I've seen in my whole life. And I've been 
with a lot of chicks, trust me. 


The first time | dreamt of her, she walked up on me and pressed her small breasts to my chest while she whispered in my ear. 
Even though | had been in a delirium at the time, | remember every detail very clearly. Her eyes are the brightest blue I've ever 
seen, sapphire and cobalt. Her red hair had cascaded down onto my bare chest. Mmmm and that whisper. The sound of my name 


had never sounded more delightful than it had coming off her pink lips. 


Now here | am seeing those eyes again. This is too fucking unreal. | wish my brain would think. She's lying beneath me, my body 
covering hers. | can feel her soft body pressed against mine. A warmth comes from her skin like a heroin rush in my veins. Damn, 


these dreams feel fucking real. Are they? No, come on Iz, they're just fucking dreams. Maybe l'm just high as fuck. 


| look down on her, on those twinkling deep blue gems. My hand covers her mouth with my hand. | can see a fear resignating in her 
eyes. | can smell the smell of her perfume. It was light and breezy and barely there. Through my bare chest pressed to hers | can 
feel her heart pounding. She blinks with a tear in her eye. Its then, for some reason, that | realize this is not some fucked up 


dream, this is real. 


The first thing that came to my mind was that Nikki Sixx had send me a hooker. That would be something Nikki did | ask her if he 
sent her, but she shakes her head no. | take a closer look at her appearance again She looks like a god damn time traveler. Her 
clothes didn't fit this era. Nor did her hair cut, or lack of hair cut. | don't want to scare her so | get up off her and make her say 


she wont scream if | move my hand. | let her go and wait for her to answer why she just suddenly appeared in my room. 


Don't get me wrong. | don't mind having chicks sneak in on me to wake me up. As long as they get into action before | open my eyes. 
Nothing beats waking up to a blow job or a chick straddling your junk But this one? She sits pressed to the headboard, wide-eyed 
like I'm going to rape her or something. While fucking her does seem pretty damn appealing, l'm not the sort of guy who just takes 
it. That's more of a Nikki Sixx thing. And you know how | feel about him. 


| watch her from the opposite of the room, leaning against the dresser. The light is dim in here and | have the strange urge to look 
at her closely. So | turn on a light. l'm not sure that was such a wise decision. It makes my head start to throb. But | can see the 
timid beauty so much easier now. Then | think of how | must look to her. Shit maybe | had better turn the light back off. But fuck 


it, | feel like having a Slash moment here. 
"So, Mary-Jane.." | drag from my cigarette. 


"My name is Mary Josaphine." She corrects me. | look up at her and her demeanor has appeared to calm a bit. | can't help but 


chuckle. A second ago she looked like a timid fawn caught in head lights. 


"Yeah, whatever darlin” | shrug it off. Even if she is a hooker, even if Nikki Sixx sent her somehow, | don't really wanna get to know 


her. She's way too beautiful for me to even waste my time. Plus | have dope. What the fuck else do | really need? | draw slowly 


from my cigarette as | eyeball her. "What exactly are you doing in my Motel room?" 


She looks like she's going to cry any second. Her perfect, pink bottom lip is trembling. Her hands are clenched in her lap. Am | being 
an asshole? | didn't think | was. 


"tm.lim being forced to marry someone against my will. I'm begging you to hide me here. Just until they've gone." 


She sounds desperate and | can't help feeling sorry for the girl. She seems so god damn young. Why the fuck would someone force 
her into marriage? | exhale slowly and think about what she just said. I'm high and my thinking isn't quite on point. 


"Are you one of those religious freaks? Those cultists?" | ask with a frown. "Multiple wives and shit?" 

"Yes." She simply answers looking down in shame with a nod. 

Damn, I've heard of those weirdoes. Calling themselves "god's chosen people". Polygamists to populate the world. Yeah, just an excuse 
to fuck as many chicks as possible without your wife going all crazy on you, If you ask me. It made perfect fucking sense if you 


looked at it through a mans eyes. 


| couldn't imagine a girl like her to be one of those crazy people. God, she was perfect. No wonder some sick guy wanted to force 
her to marry him, just to fuck her senseless each night. Made perfect sense. 


"How old are you?" | ask, wondering if she was even older than sixteen. She has this innocent youthful glow about her. Plus,you never 
know what to expect of those crazy religious people. I'd bet they even force fucking kids into marriage. 


"Nineteen" She says and | realize I'd stopped breathing for a second. Thank god, she was legal. | don't know why | fucking care but 
somehow do. | guess my dick still has a pulse even though the rest of me doesn't. 


| snuff out my cigarette on top of the dresser l'm propped on. "My name's Izzy." | say and give her a small smile. It probably isn't 
the most honest smile. l'm pretty loaded. My muscles aren't working to their full potiential, so l'm sure my smile doesn't come out 
so bright. God, that girl needs to relax. 


"Nice to meet you Mr. Izzy." Her voice replies meekly. 


"Yeah, | bet it is." | mumble, taking a swig of whiskey. Who the fuck in their right mind would find pleasure in fucking meeting a junkie 
like me? "And its just Izzy." 


She just sits there and looks at me funny. "Your parents named you Izzy?" 
| smirk, "No, they named me Jeff. Izzy is a nickname." 
"Oh," she says shyly, "What's it a nickname for?" 


"Isbell," | shrug, "My last name. | scratch my arm. My mind is starting to think about heroin again | would love to cook up another 


fix. But at the risk of offending my intruder, | hold off. 


"Will you please help me Izzy?" He voice says sounding as if she's begging. Almost just like that dream | had of her the night | got 
stabbed. 


| hesitate to give her an answer. "You don't know me. For all you know | might be some murdering rapist” 


She shrugs, "If you were you would have done it when you had me pinned to the bed" 
| shrug back, she had a valid point there. | wouldn't say I'm harmless, but l'm no rapist. 
"Are you alright?" She questions. | see her looking at my bandage. "You're bleeding. 


| quickly look down to see my bandage soaked in blood. Fuck | hope | didn't bust loose my stitches. | don't have the first bit of first 
aid shit. Why hadn't | thought to buy some yet? Duh Izz, you gotta change your fucking bandage at some point. 


"Uh.there a pharmacy or some shit around here?" | ask almost afraid to find out what's going on under that bandage. 
She nods, "It opens at 8" 

| sigh. Figures it would be closed. | was actually impressed this shit hole had one at all. 

"But there's a first aid kit in the bathroom," she adds. "I can help you with it if you want." 


| glance up at her and nod. She very slowly scoots from the bed and goes to the bathroom. She returns with a white box with a red 


cross on it. 

She motions to the bed, "Lie down" 

It's been in my experience that when a hot chick asks you to lay down, you do so without asking fucking questions. 

She begins to pull the tape from my old bandage. Her jaw slightly gapes at what's underneath. 

"Is it bad?" | quickly ask and try to catch a glance. 

"A stitch busted in half” 

She opens the first aid kit and pulls out some steri-strips. She lays a few over my slightly popped open wound. 

"What happen?" She asks me as she wipes blood away with a cotton ball, 

Damn, | wish | would have known there was cotton balls in here. Now the correct thing to do in a situation like this is lie. You never 
tell anyone the truth when dope is related. | could have told her | had surgery. Could have said a wreck. Maybe a fall. But no. That's 
not what | tell her. 


"| kinda got stabbed" 


Her eyes dart up at mine. That's right Mary-go-round, you should turn and run. Find sanctuary elsewhere. l'm bad fucking news. But 


to my surprise she asks me no questions. She just continues to patch me up. 
"It doesn’t look like you've been taking very good care of this. | think it's trying to get infected" 
Great: 

"Im goma try to flush the wound with some alcohol. Hs gonna burn" 


She uncaps a bottle and pours it over my wound. | hiss as it instantly sets it on fire. My fingers grasp the sheets as she wipes it 
and pours more. | thrash my head slightly trying not to seem like such a pussy. Then | feel a burst of cool shoot across my 


stomach. | lift my head and look to find her lightly blowing on the wound. My dick goes hard right then and there. | hope she doesn't 


look down and see it. 


"| don't see too many guys with long hair, guitars, and stab wounds walking around town, you must just be passing through?" She 
asks me and continues to bandage me up. 


"Hiding, would be more accurate," | say. 
She nods, "From whoever did this to you?" 
| just wink at her. 


"So we're both hiding then," she smiles at me. The smile is barely there but her whole goddamn face has lit up like the angelic 
version of her dancing in my head. 


| smirk, "Yeah but what l'm hiding from is just a little bit worse than a wedding party in search of a bride” 

"Will you help me then?" She asks again, uncertain of my answer. 

"You don't have a clue what kind of guy | am darlin’. And trust me, hanging out with me is the last place you need to be" 
"Worse than marrying some old man old enough to be my dad?" 


| sigh, "Depends on how you look at shit | suppose." It's at this point that | realize there's no reason to sugarcoat shit for her. 
"Look.'m a musician who also happens to be a dealer and junkie. really think you should probably just leave." 


In Hiding 


Author's Notes: 
glad somebody's still here. 


In Hiding 
Mary Jo's POV 


When | was a little girl, my mother always told me to stay away from boys. She told me they were bad news and | would only end 
up getting hurt. 

But there was this boy from school, Johnathan, who was kind and really nice. | remember he always shared his cookies with me. 
Although | hadn't been older than maybe eight, | knew | was in love with him. It was just this feeling | had in my chest. | could feel it 


swelling when | was near him. | couldn't take my eyes off him. 


So | did something, a girl from our church should never do: | refused to listen to my mother and | spent time with him anyway. We 
went fishing, climbed every tree we passed by and sometimes Jonathan would even hold my hand. | felt like there was nothing better 


in this world. We spent every moment together that we could. 


Then, one day, my father came to know about this. | remember | cried the whole time he was lecturing me, forbidding me to ever 


see the boy again and | thought it was the worst thing he could ever do to me. Believe me, it wasn't. 
When he stripped off his belt and bent me over his lap to give me a beating, | knew I'd never be that careless again. 


When my father was done, my mother looked at me and said "See, that's what boys will do to you. They'll hurt you." | never 
questioned anything she said after that again. 


But deep down in my heart | knew that what they taught in church, couldn't be right. It just couldn't be right. If it was then why 


wasn't everyone a member of our faith? Other religions say its wrong to have more than one wife. Why was it ok for us? 


That guy, Izzy, keeps looking at me with a frown on his face. He seems antsy. | wonder if he's going to kick me out. | really need him 
to help me. I'm not going to make it on my own. There's no way out of here without being seen. And if | did get away, where would | 


go? Everyone around here knew who | was. And the will of the church was on most of their minds. 


He seems tense. Maybe he's in pain from that stab wound. That would explain why he's drinking that much. And the pile of white 
powder on the picture, well maybe he wasn't lying about being a dealer and junkie. On the night stand | can see a needle. | should be 


terrified, but l'm not. l'm not scared of him. 


| can't stop looking at him. His eyes seem to be stuck in some eternal battle with his soul. His finger tips drum nervously at his 
thighs. He's still shirtless and | can't forget how warm and smooth his skin had felt when | took care of his injury. I've never felt 
anything like that. And I've never touched a man like that before. 


Remember me telling that l'm not a virgin? 
Well, this true. Technically. 


| tried to go to college. | wanted to get educated, live a normal life and be able to put this whole church community behind me. So | 
ran away. But before | did, | stole my brother's car, my sister's money box and the donation box from church. | know this had been 


plain stupid. | mean, | didn't really think this through. | just acted out of impulse. 


Nor did | think about any concenquences that my actions might have brought. 

| didn't know anything about the world outside. And I'm pretty sure it was god's punishment for stealing the donation box that 
someone slipped something into my drink. | woke up the next morning without either a memory or my virginity. | have no clue what 
it was like or how it happened. 

Thinking about it hurt. | felt panic rising inside of me. What am | doing? What if something like this is going to happen again? It's not 
safe to leave the community behind But this guy seems like a hard character. Definately like he's not a stranger to trouble. | see a 
gun laying in the middle of this trashed room under the edge of a pizza box with words scrolled onto the back. 

"You should probably just leave." He says again and it snaps me out of my thoughts. 

"| can't" | say calmly. "I don't want this life. | don't want anyone tell me what | can or can't do." 

He sits up and reaches for the cigarettes on his bedside table. While curling his hand around the lighter and lightening the cigarette, 
he watches me. The long strands of his jet black bangs almost cover his eyes and | fight the urge to push them away and take a 
good look at his eyes. They seem so troubled. But they don't at all lok afraid. | wish | could see what color they were. From where | 
stood they appeared quite dark. 


"Look, honey..You have no fucking idea what you're asking here or what you're getting yourself into. You're probably better off 
marrying that old fuck. Trust me." He says and lets out a sigh that comes along with a huge cloud of exhaled cigarette smoke. 


But | was not giving up on this so easily. | couldn't. My future depended on this one window of opportunity that | had right at this 


very moment. Another chance would never come. Everything was riding on this guy for his help. 

"Please, Izzy. Please help me. You seem like a nice guy." My words come out sounding so naive. 

"Geez." He shouts out and jumps off the bed, just to wander back and forth through the room. "Don't you get it?" He asks shaking 
his head, "I'm not a nice guy. And I'm not your fucking knight in shining armor, kid" | feel a little offended he assumed | was still a 
child. 

We stand for a few seconds, just looking at each other, when there's a knock on the door. | flinch and instinctively look around for a 
place to hide. They've found me. Izzy seems calm as his hand slides under the pizza box and grabs the gun He slides it in the back 
of his waistband and strolls toward the door. | stop him, touching his arm. 


"Please..." | whisper. Tears are burning in my eyes. "Don't let them take me." 


He looks at me with a strange look on his face. For a second | think he's going to kick me out. Then | see the hardened expression on 
his face soften as he looks into my eyes. He sighs deeply and then his head motions to the bathroom. 


"Hide in there." He says, the cigarette still dangling from his lips. 
| run into the bathroom and close the door. 
| hear him opening the door. 


"What?" He asks annoyed. | can't help imagining him standing there in front of my people, only wearing his leather pants. They must 
be pretty shocked. You honestly didn't see guys like Izzy around here, or around anywhere we went. 


"Hello sir." | recognize my brother's voice. "We are looking for a girl." 

| can hear Izzy chuckle. "Do | look like a fucking pimp, man? Why are you bothering me with this shit?" 
Then | hear my father's voice "We are very sorry to disturb you Mr..2" 

"none of your business." Izzy says. "So, what's this all about?" 

"My daughter is missing," | hear my father's deep voice. 

"Well | didn't steal her..so..” 

"Someone said they saw her come into your room," | hear my brother pipe up. 


| hear Izzy smirk, "Pretty sure | woulda noticed." 


"You mind if we take a look, then we will be on our way," My father replies. 
"Yeah, actually | do fucking mind," | hear Izzy pitch his voice in a more demanding tone. 
"Are you hiding my sister?" My brother snaps. 

"If | had her, why would | need to hide her?" He coolly asks. 

"You have about ten seconds fo let me in this room," My brother's voice booms. 

| hear Izzy's gun cock "No.you've got about ten seconds.rine..eight.seven" 


| then hear the door slamming shut and | know they must be gone. The bathroom door slowly opens and Izzy is standing there 


chewing on one thumbnail as he looks at me. | can see his gun danging in his other hand at his side. | notice also a medallion hanging 


down to the middle of his stomach. It looks old and Asian 
"You got cops around here?" He asks me with a bored seeming tone. 

| just nod. 

"They're probably on their way and shit.you might wanna slip on out" 

"No," | shake my head, 'I can't, They're still here” 

"Yeah and if you don't get out of here the cops will find you. Im pretty sure they're calling them right now? 
"No they're not," | shake my head, “they wouldn't want interference from outside the church: 


"Well look, you can't stay here," he says pushing the hair from his eyes giving me just a tiny glimpse before it falls right back in his 
eyes. 


"Please. need you," | vaguely whisper with tears rolling down my cheeks. 


Izzy seems to watch my tears falling for a minute. His scrunched brows start to slowly relax. His eyes begin scanning me once 


more, but trying to disguise the fact that he was looking. His eyes bobbed in their sockets like driftwood. | wish | could comprehend 


what he was thinking. His eyes eventually end back up locked with mine. 


Both of our thoughts are broke off to the sound of the phone ringing. Izzy stares at it a moment then to me. Finally he crosses 


over to answer it. 


"Sixx?" 


Homecomimg 


Homecoming 
Izzy POV 
Holy fucking shit! 


| have got to be the biggest fuck up on earth. Seriously! There's just no way another human can be that fucking stupid. Well, except 
Slash maybe.. He can act pretty dumb sometimes. But that's not making me feel better now, because | may be the only fucking 
person on the planet that keeps fucking up in a row like this. 


Hell, who else would manage to get in trouble in the middle of nowhere? 


| can't help but think about Axl. The fucker was right all along to warn me about keeping my shit together. He knew. He knew | would 
find a way to fuck shit up wherever | went. And he was right. | fuck up by holding a god damn gun to the head of some Jesus freak. 
| don't give a shit what this chick says about them not wanting interference from the cops. | bet the cops are already on their way 
here. Great, Isbell. Just great. 


| still think the chick has to go before | bury myself even deeper in shit. But when then she looks me in the eyes with tears running 
over her angelic face, | can't swallow the knot that's sitting in my throat. Nor can | seem to shake the dream | had had of her. | 


know I'm not making her up. 


"Please... | need you." She begs me and I'm done. She has no fucking clue what she is doing to me. If she knew what | was thinking 


right now, she'd run. She'd run far and fast and never dream of looking back. 


And | wouldn't blame her. She is so god damn innocent. Why the fuck is she getting to me like that? | don't do innocent girls. Hell, 
she's probably still a virgin And | prefer a bitch who know's what she's doing. But still, there's just something about her, a feeling | 


can't seem to shake off. 
For a second | feel like panicking. | don't know what to do with this girl. How the hell was | supposed to just let her stay with me? l'm 
a god damn junkie in some motel room in the middle of the fucking desert on a smack binge. | don't have time for any religious cult 


shit. | just want to run. This is not going to work out, Isbell. Suck it up. 


But I'm still locked with her blue eyes, deep blue and twinkling in the dim lighting. | cant help thinking how her perfect lips would 
taste. They are so plump. | bet they are warm and soft. And fuck how they call my name. 


My brain is cut off. l'm not sure if its the drugs or if its her, but | can't think straight. 

Even though my body remains still, | feel like I'm being drawn to her. | want to reach out and touch her. No fuck that, | want to 
throw her back down on my bed, just the same as when we met earlier. | want to run my hands across those perfect breasts and 
run my tongue across her skin But before | do, a ring snaps me out of this weird zombie-like state. 

Holy fucking mother of god. Thank you! This has to be my ticket out of here. 


| jump to the phone, throwing down everything from the dresser as | reach to the handset. 


"Sixx?" | blurt out a little bit louder and a little more excited than | wanted to. 


"Nah, it's me." | hear Axl's voice on the other side. 


| kick the dresser in disappointment. | was hoping it was Nikki telling me | could leave this freak show town. Dammit. Another endless 


lecture from Axl is the least | need right now. 


"What's up Axl? | really don't wanna deal with you giving me shit right now." | say and | know it was wrong the second it came out. 


It's just a second before | can hear him flip. 


"You don't wanna deal with me |zz?" He yells at me. "I'll tell you what, we're the ones that always have to deal with your shit! The 
drugs? The dealing? The running if something's not going your way? We all have to fucking deal with your shit all the time! And now 
you get yourself stabbed and sent to fucking Disneyland, while we are struggling to get a replacement for you!" 


"Fucking Disneyland? Are you even hearing yourself, Axl? I'm stuck in some shitty motel in the middle of fucking nowhere!" | yell back 
at him. "This is not a fucking cruise here! | am hiding, asshole! In case you forgot there's a fucking hit out on me! And good luck 
finding a replacement. So | guess l'm replaceable to you after all, huh?" 


Axl and | have been friends forever. It may sound like we hate each other right now but that's just us, blowing off steam. I'd never 
have anybody else talking to me like that. Axl had special privaledges where this shit is concerned. A privaledge that comes with 


knowing somebody this damn long. 

| hear a ruffle at the phone, as if someone is taking it away from Axl. To my surprise it's Nikki's voice that talks to me. 

"Stradlin?" He says and | can almost hear his devious smile. "Fuck man. Don't get Rose all worked up again. | don't know what your 
problem is, but every fucking time he gets off the phone with you, he smashes something. And you guys already don't have much 
shit around here. Should probably try to preserve what's left" Then | hear that god damn sinister laugh of his, "So.how are things 
in hell anyway?" 

| roll my eyes at his comment and sit down on the bed. Why the fuck is he at our house again? Hell, | hope that motherfucker isn't 
living with us or something. Surely not. Nikki was a real rock star. He must just like slumming. Maybe he considers it charity work or 
some shit. Who the fuck knows with Sixx? 

"What's up Sixx?" | reply calmly, reaching for my smokes. 


"You fucking owe me Stradlin" He says and | feel a chill shoot up my spine. | knew | would be fucked. Owing Nikki Sixx was bad. | 
shudder to think what he's going to accept as payment. 


"Yeah, | know Sixx. You saved my live.. yadda yadda yadda.. got me out in the middle of nowhere... Yeah | fucking owe you." | spark 
my lighter and light my cigarette. 


"You don't get it Stradlin. You owe me big time. This time you're gonna have to make up for this shit. Somehow, someway." He says 


with a laugh. A laugh that would send wearwolves howling home to their mammas. | told you he's fucking evil. 


"Yeah, | owe you. Get over it, man What do | have you that you could possibly want? You wanna have my firstborn or something?" | 
say and hear his roaring laughter. 


"Maybe, Stradlin. I'll come back for that if you have a girl” He chuckles. "Whatever, listen.so Crue is playing a few shows in Vegas 
and our opening slot is empty. GNR is booked, so you have to get your ass to Vegas fucker." 


"Vegas? | can't go to Vegas, remember?" | say. 


"Oh.! forgot to tell you.." Nikki says, "that little problem of yours..yeah, well | had that taken care of. So you're good to come back to 
LA. But you might wanna get a bus to Vegas first." 


"Taken care of?" | question 

"Yeah, couple of bikers, chain saws, blow torch..problem solved." Then he gives one of those sinister laughs of his. 

His words sink into my head. "W..why? Why would you do that for me?" | ask. 

"| just told you you motherfucker," he snaps, "You're playing Vegas!" Then the phone just goes dead. 

| sit there and stare at the receiver in my hand. | suddenly feel fucking relieved, although | know | might have sold my soul to that 
fucker. At the very least I'm pretty sure | just promised him a first born daughter. But | was free. Free of this fucked up town, 
Free to go back to fucking LA. 

Then | look to religious chick. For a split second | had forgotten all about her. Her eyes are still pleading with me. | know | should just 
pack my shit and get out of here, but something makes me hesitate. The words, "You do good, good things happen. You do bad. You 


have bad Karma lzzy-san" 


She keeps staring at me with those bright blue eyes, leaning in the bathroom door. | know what's coming. She's asking me if I'll take 
her with me. And hell, | want to. | really do want to. But | know what a fuck up | am. 


| touch the medallion that's resting against my stomach and can't help thinking about that karma thing. Maybe that's my way out of 
it. Maybe l'm supposed to help that chick and finally get to live in peace. Yeah, fuck karma | am the fucking karma. 


| sigh and run my hand over my head. This chick isn't gonna know how to act in my world. | don't want anything bad to happen to 
her. In all honesty it's probably safer for her here. But | had dreamed of her. That had to mean something, right? Maybe it was 
some part of some Karmic destiny to help her. | just didn't see how | could be of any help to anyone. 

| toss my cigarette in the overloaded ashtray on the other side of the bed before | look at her again. 

"You've ever been to Vegas, honey?" | ask her with a sigh as | exhale smoke. 


She slowly shakes her head no as a bright smile covers her face. "Does.. does that mean you're going to take me with you?" 


| just shrug while | study her. | see tears in her eyes again But they are at least accompanied by a very relieved smile. Then she 


suddenly flies into my arms almost knocking me backwards across the bed 
"Thank you.. thank you.. thank you. I'll be no burden. | promise." She keeps sobbing into my ear, hugging me close. 


Everything happens in slow motion, | swear. | can feel every little detail as it happens. Her small breasts, pressed to my chest. | can 
feel them moving as she breathes. That long leg that slips between my legs to find hold because she might be standing on her toes 
right now. Her thigh that's pressing against my crotch. God she's so warm. And she smells so fucking good. 


She slides her arms around my neck and | hold her tiny waist with my hands, enjoying how her waist length hair touches them. | 
knew it would be silky like that. This feels so fucking amazing, | groan. | know her hug is meant totally innocent but | just can't help it. 
She's beautiful. 


She steps back and | release her, letting out a small cough. | turn to busy myself with grabbing shit from the bed. If she'd see how 
turned on | was she'd probably run. Dammit. I've spent too much time in this shit hole all by myself. | really need to get laid. 


| grab a pair of my jeans and that old Ramones shirt and give it to her. 


"You should probably change out of that weird dress. We'll never make it to Vegas if you keep running around like you've just popped 
out of the last century," 


She takes the clothes from my hand and swallows hard. She suddenly seems nervous. She quickly turns and disappears into the 
bathroom. | quickly begin throwing all my shit in my bag. | can't wait to get the fuck out of HELL! 


When she comes out in my clothes | swear | almost go hard. And | can't even fucking tell you why. My pants are too long. My shirt 
swallows her. But fuck, | have never looked that hot in my clothes. 


| force myself to walk to the window. | peep out the blinds. | see no people. | can see the bus stop from here. 

"Im gonna go get us some tickets and see when the next bus comes. Don't open this door for anyone but me, got it?" 

She nods. 

| slide my gun into the front of my pants and pull my shirt over it. | leave and start for the bus stop. | don't see signs of life 
anywhere. With my luck one of those Jesus freaks is gonna load my back full of buck shot: | can't help but smirk First it was a 


price on my head in LA..now in Shiprock, New Mexico. Damn my luck. 


So | got us on the first bus out of town and it left in 40 minutes. | return to the room. When she opens the door | feel my heart 
skip a beat. | walk in and lock it behind me. 


"We leave in 40 minutes.” 


"L.I dont have any clothes or anything." 
"Don't worry about that right now. Clothes can be gotten later. Besides, my clothes don't look half bad on ya darlin." | wink at her. 


She blushes and looks down. | take my hat off and take a step closer to her. | see her body tense. | look into her eyes as | lift my 
hands to her hair. She draws in a breath as | start to pull it back and twist it into a ball. | then sit my hat on her to hold up all 
that beautiful red hair. Then | grab a pair of shades and put them over her eyes. 


"There," | say softly and look away a second before backing up from her. "Listen, it's gonna be a while before | can fix again, so l'm 


gonna do it before we go, ok?" 
"What?" She asks not having a clue what I'm talking about. 
| sigh, "A fix.a.a shot. tm a drug addict, remember?" 


"Oh," she nods. "Right.um..what are you on? | mean.what are you addicted to?" 


| glance at her. "Heroin mostly. Coke. Whiskey. Pot." 
She seems shocked. 
"| told you | wasn't a nice guy," | shrug. 


"Oh no, you are Izzy. was just shocked. You're on a lot of different things. Isn't that really dangerous?" 


| smirk, "Seems like my Karma's fucked anyway you wanna look at it honey.” 


Welcomed 


Author's Notes: 
Ok guys here's what | have. Rubi has left for vacation. We will continue when she returns in ten days. Until then, | hope this leaves 


you wanting more. 


Welcomed 

Mary Jo POV 

Remember when | told you that | wasn't a clueless hillbilly? 

Yeah well, forget it! | am. | mean it. 

Its a sin to be arrogant like that. | thought I'd seen it all at college. The parties, the drinking and the sex. Being away from home for 
some months made think I'd know what the outside world would look like. | thought maybe it had prepared me for something out 
here. 

But nothing prepared me for this. 


Las Vegas! 


They call it "Sin City". | bet it is. This city was build right on the gates of hell. Like father Sebastian used to tell us. It was were the 


sinners came to drink, gamble, and fornicate. 


Buildings are so huge, so tall, jutting into the sky like a column of fire. Many are themed after places | have read about. There's an 
Eiffle Tower, a Pyramid, And so so many other unique and ornate looking buildings. 


| can't draw my gaze back from the window as our bus approaches. And all | can think is how beautiful this city is. 


| look at Izzy. He's sleeping beside me. His face illuminated in blue and red light from the neon signs outside. In contrast to this 


morning, he seems peaceful now. | wonder what's always troubling him. He seems like a man with so much on his mind. 


| find myself thinking of a way to make him smile. He should smile. | bet he has a wonderful smile. Not that smirk he's giving me a 
lot. That just makes him dark and desperate. 


But he is my dark angel. My dark angel that is taking me to the City of Sins. 


This must be fate, right? And even if it's not, | don't want to miss any of it. Even if I'll go straight down to hell for it. | know it has 
to be worth it. 


When the bus stops, | follow Izzy out. | can't stop looking at these huge buildings. It's hard to tell where one ends and another begins. 
Everything is so bright like it's daytime. | have never seen so many lights before. They all dance and flash and draw your attention 


| glance down at myself. | feel a little weird in Izzy's clothes, but | like the pants. | can barely remember the last time | wore some. | 


straighten my hair out over my shoulder and softly nudge Izzy to wake him. 


"Izzy..wake up, we're here." 


His eyes open and that peaceful look is complety swept away. Its replaced with those furrowed eyebrows seated in concern. 


He sighs, "Come on," And picks up his guitar. 
We exit the bus and take off walking down the street. "MGM is like a few blocks," he says. "Stay with me, honey. Don't get lost” 


| rush up beside him. The streets are full of people. I've never seen so many people in my life. | can hear so many different 


languages being spoken as people pass. | am in awe of the sights. 


We go into one of these huge buildings. There's a hotel in there. The lobby is huge. Everything is so fancy and big. My jaw drops as | 


try to take in my surroundings. 


"|.. | have never seen anything like this." | stutter, trying to follow Izzy through something that might be the lobby. It's so huge it's 
hard to tell. 


Next to me | can hear Izzy mumbling. "Yeah, | know. Fucking Sixx playing rockstar. It sucks to be me." | can't help but wonder what he 


meant by that. 

"But you're a musician too, right?" | ask 

Izzy gives me a snort. "Yeah, but I'm just the fucking rhythm guitarist from an unsigned band. | don't even have enough money to 
even buy a pack of smokes." He says and | can't help but wondering if I'd ever get used to that kind of language. Izzy curses a lot. "| 


need to find out what room they're staying in 


Izzy strolls right towards a reception desk. He puts his guitar down and the lady behind the counter gives him a warm smile. | can 


see her eyes scanning him up and down Her face is growing red. 


She leans forward onto the counter slightly. Her head goes to the side. " Um.Good day, sir. Welcome to the MGM Grand Hotel. How 


can | help you?" 


"| can't fucking believe l'm gonna say this." | hear Izzy mumble before he turns towards the lady. "Which room is Mötley Crue in? 


I'm with the band." 
Izzy sighs and shakes his head in disbelieve. | wonder why he's acting so strange about this band. They are his friends, right? 


"Wait a moment, | have to call the suite, sir." The lady says with that smile getting even wider and gets to a phone. | assume she's 
making a call to Izzy's friends. 


"Look," Izzy turns to me again. "I have no fucking idea how to prep you for this shit." He sighs and gently scratches his face. "These 
guys, especially that other band Mötley Crüe, are nuts.like seriously. Just don't trust any of them. If there's anything wrong, tell 
me immediately. Okay?" 

| just nod. Why would he tell me his friends were crazy? A guy like him? His friends must be awesome too, right? 

"And, honey?" lzzy goes on “Don't you dare drink anything, unless | hand it to you personally. Got it?" 


| give him another nod and for the first time since I'm with Izzy, | feel fear crawling over me. 


Where did | get myself into? The last time | was careless like this, I'd lost my virginity. 


"You can take the elevator upstairs, sir. Suite 2023. They'll be expecting you." The receptionist lady says, handing out a key. 

Izzy gives her a wink and she giggles. It seems very flirty. Why doesn’t he wink at me like that? Better yet, why do | care? 

Izzy is silent on the way up to the room. | wonder what he's thinking. He looks so tense all the time. Well, except when he did his 
drugs this afternoon. After that he was creepily relaxed. Almost too relaxed. | didn't like to see him like that. But now he seems to 
have returned to that same state of nervousness he had been in when we met. 

The elevator doors open and we find the room at the end of the hallway. 

Izzy sighs, pushing his black hair out of his face before he gives the door a knock. 

There's no way anyone would hear us in there because there's loud music coming from the inside. Smoke slowly billows from under 
the door. At first | think something may be on fire. Then Izzy turns to me. 

"Don't breath that shit in too deep okay? You'll get fucking stoned.” 


Izzy knocks again by banging his fists and feet against the door. "Open the fuck up!" 


Then suddenly a guy with red hair, only dressed in tight leather pants opens the door. "God, Izz. Finally." He says with an annoyed 


tone in his voice. "We've been waiting for you for fucking hours.” 


"Yeah, sorry | had to take the damn bus from the middle of fucking nowhere. Next time I'll steal a fast car." Izzy replies, adding a 
snort. | guess they don't like each other very much. Maybe thats that Sixx guy he's always complaining about. 


The redhead opens his mouth to say something, when he notices me. 

"Who's the chick?" He asks, not taking his eyes from me. He looks upset: 

"Church freak. | bet you two will get along perfectly." Izzy says, forcing his way into the room. 

| just stand still, shocked by his words. He had been so nice to me. Why would he say something like that? That was really mean, 
Izzy acted like he didn't want me here. 

God, he didn't want to take me with him in the first way. 


"Don't worry, he's an ass sometimes.” The redhead says, holding out his hand to me. "I'm Axl, by the way." 


| take his hand, not sure what l'm going to do. | was already made afraid of these people. But this guy seems really nice. A lot ricer 
than Izzy was being at the moment. 


"Im Mary Josaphine. Nice to meet you, Axl" | reply, shaking his hand. 
He steps back a bit, inviting me in | wonder where Izzy disappeared to. | don't see him anywhere. 
"What did he mean by implying you're some church freak?" He asks me curiously. 

| finch at the words. 

"Im not some freak My people aren't freaks” | snap 


He holds up his hands in defense and dares to chuckle. | really don't know if | should like this guy at all. 


"Alright. No need to flip, MJ. What the hell happened to you?" 
| shrug. Should | tell him the truth? He's Izzy's friend, right? Izzy had to trust him a little. 


"Izzy saved me from being forced into a marriage with an old man. l'm really grateful he took me with him." | say and look at him 


with all the confidence | can manage to bring up. 

"He did?" That Axl guy asks in disbelief. | guess it doesn't look like he knows his friend very well if he doubts him like that. 

"Look, Mi... He goes on and | frown at his nickname for me. ".. this here... it's uhhhm.. | think you should better skip town. Don't get 
me wrong, but Izzy isn't really a guy a girl like you would like to be with. None of us are. You should probably go. You're better off 


alone, trust me on this." 


Why keeps everyone telling me this? First Izzy is talking about himself like he isn't even worthy of talking to me. Now this guy too? 
l'm getting really upset and mad about this. Men have kept deciding things for me my whole life. | am so sick of this. 


"Don't tell me what to do! You are not my father!" | blurt out, instantly covering my mouth with my hand. | can't believe that | said 
that. | hope he doesn't throw me out. Oh God Izzy, where did you go? 


"And thank god for that, because if he was he'd never let me lay a hand on you baby." A rough voice speaks with a coo from 


behind me. 
| turn around to meet a huge guy with messy black hair, wearing more makeup than all my sisters together. He's very tall, his hair 
makes him even taller. | can't help but feel a little afraid of him. The sideways grin on his mouth, though very attractive, was 


menacing. 


"Im Nikki," He says throwing an arm around my shoulders and walking with me. "Nikki Sixx. You've heard of me." He seems like a vain 


person the way it almost sounds as if he demands that I've heard of him. | get the feeling Izzy may be right about this guy. 

"Oh yes," | nod politely with a smile, "Izzy mentioned you" 

His eyes dart to me. Well, at least | think they do. It's hard fo tell for all the hair. "Come on, don't tell me you're here with Stradlin’ 
"Uh. yes," | nod 

| hear him huff "But | could show you a much better time here in Vegas." | feel his arm pull me closer. 

Then out of nowhere Izzy appears. "Come on Sixx, back off" 


He smirks at Izzy, still not releasing me. "Well if it isn't the Master of the fucking Desert. See ya brought back a desert flower," he 


smiles at me. 

"You're not her type Sixx," Izzy says reaching out for my hand. He almost jerks me away. 

| become enveloped in his arms. His hands caress my flesh and before | even know what is happening his lips are seizing mine 
tenderly. | freeze. | know not what to do. My mind can't help but note how his lips feel. The taste of them, though not pleasant, still 
doesn't make me want to let go. But Izzy moves away. His creased forehead just looks at me for a second. Then he looks to this 


Nikki Sixx person with a dead glare. 


"Come on Stradlin, | was just gonna borrow her," That Sixx guy shrugs with a smirk. "| was gonna give her back. Is she your 


girlfriend?" 

"She's not some groupie." Izzy has slightly pitched his voice at the guy. 

The evil smirk on Nikki's face cocks sideways as his eyes prowl me. "You know," he says as he latches his hands behind his back. He 
begin a slow pacing circle around us. Counter clock wise. "I do believe | recall a certain bottom feeding, junkie rhythm guitarist who 
just so happens to be in my debt 


"Fuck off Sixx," Izzy snarls at him. 


| feel Nikki standing behind me. | feel one of his hands snake around my waist and tug me backwards into him. | feel him press 


himself into my back side. "Such appreciation for my sacrifices," He coos next to my ear. | hear him inhale, as if he is smelling me. 
"She's not interested," Izzy shakes his head 


"But how does she even know? We did just meet. Mmmm," he purrs at my neck, "maybe | should take her to dinner so she can 
decide." 


This guys voice, though sounding so inviting and nonthreatening, is laced with pure diabolical mayhem. His hands touch me as though 


invited. l'm frozen No man has ever touched me like this before. Not even Izzy a moment ago as he kissed me. 


| hear an evil chuckle at my shoulder. "Oh look at Stradlin, | think he may cry. Don't cry Stradlin, you can have your desert flower 
back later. | promise to be a good boy." 


| don't trust him. | see Izzy looking at me carefully. Why isn’t he saying anything? This guy is so rude. 

"| just wanna feed her," | hear that sinister plead, "And get her the fuck out of your clothes” 

Izzys eyes shoot up at him 

"And into a perfectly nice cocktail dress," Nikki adds with a snide huff. "Think its the least you could do after all I've done for you" 
Izzy sighs and looks down "Only if you take Axl with you" 

Nikki laughs, "tll do you one even better, lIl bring Tommy too. 

Izzy shrugs and avoids eye contact with me a moment. *Whatever.can we have a minute?" 

"Sure," Nikki says before slithering off 

Izzy looks to me, "Sorry about the kiss.! just wanted Sixx to thirk you were my girlfriend.a lot of good that did’ 

"lzzy.. 


"Look.| really need you to do this for me. Just go out with him. Axl will be right there if anything gets out of line. And he's one hell 
of a fighter. You'll be safe. Nikki just wants to fucking toy with me. So.just have fun, and don't drink anything he gives you, okay?" 


| nod, "But where will you be?" 


He just shrugs, "Around." 


Shopping With The Devil 
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Shopping With The Devil 

Mary Jo's POV 

And Izzy just walked away from me to the red headed friend of his, Axl. He pulled him aside and talked with him. Axl seems upset. 
Izzy's expression never changes however. Izzy finally looks to me once more and disappears into another room. | can't believe he's 
just left me here. He went on about how none of these people were to be trusted, now he sends off with what he claims is one of 
the worst ones. Damn him. He's just like every other man, using me for their own gain. 


"Though he'd never leave," Says that familiar smug voice. 


| turn to see him standing there with a whiskey bottle in his hand. He pulls it to his mouth and takes a drink. He smiles down at me 
like I'm some all you can eat buffet. A chill shoots through me. 


"So," he begins, "where would the lady like to eat?" 
| can only shrug. 


He looks to his left and grabs a very lanky figure wearing nothing but bikini underwear. He is even taller than Nikki. "This is Tommy," 


he smiles, "Tommy." he looks at me realizing he doesn't even know my name 
"Mary Josephine," | tell him. 

"Ugh," he snarls, "Really? You don't just say Mary Jo or something?" 

"Nice to meet you Mary Jos.sss.yeah, m Tommy," the other one nods at me. 
| nervously nod back 


"Tommy go get dressed," Nikki directs him, "Stradlin has lent me the company of our dearest Mary tonight. She's from New Mexico," 
Nikki gives him a sideways smirk. 


"Ohhhh really?" Tommy says as his eyes turn as predatorial as Nikki's. | feel another chill as Tommy turns away and disappears. 
"So where to?" | hear the deep voice of Izzy's friend Axl 

Nikki rolls his eyes. "Ceasar's Palace” 

"Sounds great," He smiles at Nikki 

Nikki turns to someone by the door. "Have a limo brought around.make it black" 


The person nods and slips out of the room. 


"First stop is to one of the stores in the hotel to get this beautiful desert flower something more appropriate to wear" 
Axl shrugs in a whatever. 

A few moments later the Tommy guy come back dressed. "Im ready dude” 

And we leave 

When the elevator doors open we are in the casino. Nikki systematically goes by each machine he passes dropping in quarters and 
pulling handles. What he wins he doesn't even bother to collect. He just walks away. He takes me into this clothes store right in the 


middle of this hotel/casino. The dresses on the mannequins bear almost everything | was raised to cover. 


"Hey," Nikki smiles at the girl working behind the counter in the store. 
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She turns red and smiles back. "Hi there.Natalie," he says reading her name tag, "I was wondering if you could help pick out a dress 
for my friend here" 


"Absolutely. We have many wonderful dresses. What's the occasion?" 
"Dinner. Caesar's Palace," Nikki answers. "And maybe throw in some other shit to wear around the house." 


"Oh and shoes bro," Tommy says as he looks through dresses, "Don't forget shoes.” 


"And shoes," Nikki smiles as he plops down on a sofa to wait. 
The sales lady begins pulling things down off the racks and holding them up against me. She starts talking about my skin tone, my 


hair color, my shape. | don't pay attention because | feel the stares from the sofa. All three sit there slouched down watching my 


every move. Granted, Axl does seem to pay more attention fo them than me. l'm assuming at Izzy's request 
Axls POV 

How in hell did | end up as the fucking babysitter? 

| am so fucking pissed at Izz right now that | don't even mind being stuck with the chick, Sixx and Tommy. 


Every second | have to look at or listen to Izzy, I'd get even more murderous. His very presence is driving me closer and closer to 
his homicide. | tell you, Izz is an expert at fucking up. Big time. 


The drugs and the dealing | could handle. At least to the point that he'd been maintenance friendly. But he's getting out of control 
lately and it pisses me off. He's off his game. He's careless. He's just being a typical fucking junkie. 


Him and Slash trying to rip off that dealer in Hollywood? Plain fucking stupid. He's out of his fucking mind and not focusing on what's 
important at the moment: Getting a fucking contract. 

Then he gets sent on a fucking heroin binge by Nikki and turns back up with a fucking cult chick on his heels. God, that fucker isn't 
in his right mind. 


"No way! No! | can't wear this" MJ's voice rips me out of my pity party and | turn my gaze to the changing room she's been 


occupying for a while now. 

That fucker Sixx is sitting next to me, eyeing the changing room like a fucking predator. | wonder how in hell | should keep him away 
from her. He wants to fuck her. For sure. Even if it's just to piss Izz off. Hell that was probably Sixx's sole motivation. They fucking 
hate each other. 

Don't get me wrong. | hate that fucker too but | can easily adapt. Crue is helpful for Guns to get noticed. We'll have some producers 
showing up on our doorstep soon if we just stick with them for a while. | just know where our fucking priorities are at. Izzy's 
priorities have taken a back seat to smack. 

The chick pops her head out of the dressing room, looking at us. 

"This is too short. l. | can't wear this. Could you get me something else, Nikki?" 

Damn, she is so naive. | almost feel sorry for her. 

"Let me see this first baby." Nikki says with a devious smile. "I'll decide. You know, I'm paying for this so | get to choose, right?" 


Oh, this fucker's really enjoying this. 


MJ bites her bottom lip, not sure if she should get out of the dressing room or not. She does at least seem to question Nikki's 


intentions. 


| have to give Izzy credit. That chick is so fucking gorgeous, | can't help feeling an itch in my pants myself. | adjust my junk and grab 
a smoke from my pocket. The salesgirl gives me a furious look but | don't give a fuck. Sixx just handed her his credit card. This 


should even cover smoking in here. 
Then the curtain of the dressing room slowly slides to the side and MJ steps out of it. 


| almost choke on my smoke and need to cough by the look of her. Holy shit! She looks fucking beautiful, wearing a strapless black 
dress that fits her curves perfectly. 


| notice even Sixx jaw dropping and can't help but think that this will end up in a disaster. This fucker wants the chick for himself. | 


can so see why. 
MJ shyly looks at us, constantly straightening the skirt of her dress and trying to pull up the corsage. 


The black high heels make her legs look endlessly and that innocent smile on her face just lets me realize that she has no clue how 


good she is really looking. 
Sixx keeps gawking at her. This is fucking dangerous. 


Then he gets up and slowly walks over to her, taking her hand into his hand. He blows a kiss onto her hand like he's fucking Don Juan 
or something and makes her turn around. | frown. Why in fucking hell did | end up as the babysitter again? 


Mary Jo's POV 

So | get stuck in prostitute clothes and have bags full of things | should never wear. Nikki pays over 4,300 dollars for everything. He 
never even bats an eyelash, just pulls out a wad of cash and counts it out. He turns around and throws his arm around my 
shoulders. 


"Now you almost look hot," he smiles. "Lets see if we can't find you some make up." 


We walk to some sort of make up shop. The woman woking it is turning a nose up at Nikki. Nikki starts flashing money and a smile 


comes to her face. 

"Make her beautiful," Nikki motions to me. 

"Who does your make up Nikki?" | ask as | sit in a chair. 

He smiles and slightly chuckles, "I do, why?" 

"Just wondering.um.why would a guy wear make up?" 

"Cuz its my thing," he shrugs. He looks over at Tommy flirting with some other lady who works here. "Tell me | don't rock this shit” 
| can't help but laugh a little at his arrogance. "Yes..yes you do." 

He cocks that grin at me. "How in the world did Stradlin end up with you?" 

| just shrug, "Lucky | guess." 

Nikki leans closer to me. "And | believe in making your own luck" 


So | was adorned in make up and this sinful dress! looked at my reflection in a floor length mirror. | didn't even recognize myself. | 


soon see Nikki coming up behind me with a smile of approval. His hands glide down my arms and rest at my elbows. 
"Now you're hot." 
Then | see Tommy reflection appear with a nod. "Smokin hot" 


| look over at Axl. He seems bored out of his mind. "Can we get the fuck out of here now?" He sighs. 


Useless Random Thoughts 
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Useless Random Thoughts 


Izzy's POV 


My mind reeled at the possibilities of what Sixx might have been doing with that church girl. | really have no clue why | even care. 
Its not like she's my girl. Not like | would even want her to be. Still, there's some strange force that makes me care for her well 


being. And there was the fact that | saw her in a dream weeks before | had ever met her. 

Now here | am, drunk of my ass, getting it on with some random slut and all | can think about is her. If Nikki lay one finger on her | 
would break all nine of his others. If Axl lets him, well I'll fucking break his too. What was wrong with me? Why couldn't | stop 
thinking about her for just a second? 


The slut grips onto my shirt and drags me out into the hallway, away from the other guys. She looks at me with ‘fuck me' eyes. 


| usually have no problem, fucking a girl in front of the others. We'd shared once in a while or even watched for fun But this time 


I'm glad to avoid an audience. | need to focus. And | need to fuck the rage out of my system. 


The slut, | don't even remember her name - and | don't fucking care either, rips her tube top down Her big tits pop out and | can't 


help wondering if those tits are real. | mean, they are so fucking huge. This isn't really my thing. That's more Slash's style. 

She plucks and squeezes her nipples, grinding against me trying to get off. She lifts her skirt and slits two fingers into her pussy, 
rubbing her clit . At least so | could cum. This chick is trying really really hard afterall. | could at least give her my full and 
undivided attention. Focus Isbell. 


| stare at her and feel.. nothing. Not a spark. Fucking shit! 


| mean, don't get me wrong, | am still hard as fuck but that's all church girl. Her deep blue eyes and that fiery red hair on my mind. 
How good she felt beneath me or how she's pressed her body onto mine when she hugged me. Fuck, | can't fucking do it. 


And for the first time in my fucked up life, the thought of a random chick stopped me from fucking a slut. A part of me would give 
anything if | could magically transform this groupie into my church girl. | knew it was wrong to even want her. But the animal in me 

yearned for her. The man in fought those thoughts and feelings. The scary part is, | know I'm more animal than | am man. | couldn't 

be trusted. If that girl ever gave me half a chance | would be unable to stop myself. 


MJ's POV 


l'm not really sure why Izzy warned me about Nikki. He's really charming. And funny. And | appreciate that he bought me clothes to 
wear. He apparently is rich because he never bats an eyelash at price tags. He couldn't be that bad, right? 


Okay, granted, the way he keeps staring at me creeps me out a little bit. | really liked the way Izzy was looking at me once in a while 


but this Nikki guy? Every time he stares at me, | can feel a chill running down my spine. But | can't stop wondering what Izzy will 


say about my new appearance. | am really excited about it. | bet | don't look like a religious ‘freak’ now. 


We get back from dinner at Caesar's Palace and return to the bands room. Izzy just materializes as the door opens. He has a beer 


bottle in one hand and a cigarette in the other. 
Nikki looks to him with that special smile he reserves just for use on Izzy. Its a very cocky smile. 
"See Stradlin, | told you I'd bring her back," Nikki says to Izzy in this sardonic way of his. 


Izzy just stands there looking. He seems completely emotionless. It appears as if nothing goes through his mind when he see's my 


new look. 

l'm about to walk away and Nikki grabs my hand and pulls me back. He wraps his arms around me. He looks down at me with his 
devils grin Then to Izzy. l'm close enough to him that | can see his eyes under his hair. They're a beautiful light bluish green 
Almost the color of Tropical waters | had seen on TV and in books. They were beautiful. Why did he hide them behind all that wild 
hair? 

| watch as his eyes squinch slightly. "| didn't give her a goodnight kiss yet," he smirks at Izzy. 

"Come on Sixx." Izzy sighs. 

Before either Izzy or myself can say another word | find Nikki's lips pressed hard to mine. His hand on the back of my head holds 
me to him. | begin pushing away from his chest, but his lips only seem to suction further and stronger to mine. Then | feel his 
tongue forcing its way into my mouth. | draw my breath in having never had this done before. | feel myself not fighting so hard 
now. | find myself wanting his lips. His tounge sparks my curiosity. Was this my first real kiss? Like the ones in the movies? 

Was it wrong of me to enjoy this? | mean its my first real kiss, and | didn't consent to give it. But now, in this moment, | just can't 
fight. Nikki's done something to me | can't quite explain. | don't like him, not at all, but I'm accepting his kiss. Why is that? How can | 


enjoy something from someone like him? 


And then Nikki stops kissing me. When | open my eyes l'm looking directly into his. | sware to God | watch the beautiful blues and 


greens in his eyes turn to black as that smug grin covers his face. 
"Mmmm," he purrs at me. He then looks to Izzy. "Tastes like cotton candy." 


"Man fuck you," Izzy shakes his head as he flicks a cigarette ash. He appears to be calm. That disturbing calm. That drug calm. 
And then Nikki releases me with one last evil smile before slithering off with Tommy. 


Izzy looks at me with a frown on his face. At least some emotion seems to be registering in him now. But | suddenly feel 


unconfident. He hasn't said anything yet. Does he like my new dress? 
"You had fun, honey" He asks plainly and | fight the urge to cry. 

Why couldn't he once look at me the way Nikki does? Why couldnt he touch me like Nikki? Or even kiss me like Nikki? 

Izzy's dead eyes float over to Axl standing next to me. "You let her parade around Vegas in that?" He asks motioning at my dress. 


Axl rolls his eyes and just walks off. I'm left standing here almost in tears. | thought he would finally look at me.like notice me. But it 
sounds as if his taste in girls clothes and Nikki's must differ. 


| hear Izzy huff, "Yeah, | bet Sixx had a damn fine time." 
| choke back tears in my throat and manage to ask, "Don't you like my new dress?" 


Izzy takes a long drag from his cigarette and actually allows himself to look at me. He is silent. His eyes slowly soften. His furrowed 


brows relax. In his eyes | see the colors of amber and green swirling to life. But for all this, he still looks at me so blank. 


Are You Feeling My Pain 
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Are You Feeling My Pain 

Izzy POV 

| can't do this shit. | just don't know how to do it. 

Seriously, | can't do this shit anymore. 

How the fuck did | manage to mess everything up like this? The drugs, the dealing, that fucking dealer.. and now that church girl. 
She's the only fucking solid thought that my brain can seem to wrangle. Whatever this is, it's fucking with my mind and | don't 
fucking like it. | don't get all strung out on chicks.like ever. There has to be something wrong with me. | had to have caught a bug or 


something out there in the goddamn desert. 


First | can't even get it up, then | just can't finish fucking a slut because the only thing | see are these fucking blue eyes. Very 
innocent blue eyes. This is nuts. This is just not who | am. Not my fucking style. 


Now | stand in the middle of the hallway and gawk at the chick like a love sick teenager. I'm not exaggerating this shit. | can't look 
away from her standing there before me. She looks fucking perfect. Absolutely perfect. 


That short dress is showing off her long legs and barely hides anything. Fuck she had one killer set of fucking legs. But those long 
luscious legs aside, all | can focus on are those tiny freckles on her cleavage and her shoulders. Damn me. Fuck me. Somebody just 


kill me now and put me out of my own misery. Put me down like the mangy dog | am. 


| think | accidentally groaned, fighting the urge to kiss every little freckled spot. God how | could take my time and do it all fucking 
night long. | could just memorize the tiny spots and let them form patterns in my head. Just like stargazing on a hot Indiana night: 


And now she just stands there staring at me like she thinks | might not like the dress. Fuck that dress, I'm looking at a bigger and 
better picture here. To hell with this fucking piece of cloth Nikki Sixx deems as a fucking dress. But she expects me to say 
something. | have to say something. 


"You... uhm.." | let out a cough. Get it together Isbell. Form a fucking sentence for god's sake you miserable fuck. "You look stunning.” 
| manage to get out over a severely dry throat and curse Nikki Sixx in my mind at the same time. Why in hell did | send her 
shopping with him anyway? Him and his fucking rock star attitude. Throwing out money to dress up my chick and l'm even too broke 
to have a burger or something for dinner. Why would she choose me anyway? And why do | even care? She's not even my fucking 
chick. 


"Thank you." She says, avoiding my gaze, biting her lower lip. At least she seems a bit lighter. 


Did | just groan again? l'm pretty sure | did because l'm fucking hard again. This is fucking weird. My dick just spontaniously rises to 


every occasion involving her. I've never been that turned on before. Not on smack anyway. 


Awkward silence encompasses us. | need to distract myself before | fuck everything up even worse. 


"You wanna hang out with the guys?" | ask lamely, even though all | can think about is that | want to drag her into one of the 
several bedrooms and fuck her like an animal. Like really, on all fours and just fucking maul her. Flash my fucking feathers. Do a 


dance. Chirp a fucking song. scratch. Claw. Bite. God, Isbell. You fucking loser. Keep your shit together. 
"Its late. | think | should go and get some sleep." She says and | mentally kick myself. 


Sure, she must be fucking exhausted. She's not coked up like the rest of us. She hasn't slept since she slept in her own bed 
probably. 


"Yeah, sure.." | say and give her a nod. "| guess you can have one of these bedrooms. We guys usually pass out on the floor at 


some point anyway." | try to be funny and show her the way to the bedroom. 


When | turn on the light she gasps and | can't help noticing that pink blush she gets whenever she's exited. That's fucking sexy. Her 
lips part in amazement, taking in the luxurious bedroom. l'm pretty sure this would probably be Nikki's room. The ambiance of the 


room screamed Sixx. The bass guitar in the corner was another helpful hint. 


| was relatively sure that fucker had no intention of sleeping tonight, so this was probably a good place for her to crash. Nikki could 
fuck bimbo's in some other room. It was the least that mother fucker could do after the way he parade around church girl like a 


fucking science or sociology experiment. 


| can't turn my gaze away from her lips. They are plush and pink and | can still remember what she tasted like when | stole that 
lite kiss. 

Nothing compared to Sixx, that motherfucker, who shoved his tongue down her throat like he tried to reach her stomach or 
something. Sick fuck And yeah, he was right, she did taste like cotton candy. | have to close my eyes for a second because | might 
lose it, thinking about that kiss he gave her. 


She turns around and her blue eyes reach mine. 
| can't look away. | need a fucking taste of these delicious looking lips. It honestly takes every shred of willpower in me to keep my 
fucking hands to myself. | can't stop thinking about how Nikki kissed her. That fucker did it right. A part of me worries that | may 


hail in comparison | guess l'm not as confident as Sixx. 


My mind shuts off. Without thinking, | shove a strand of her red hair behind her ear, still focusing on her lips. And she appears to 
be focused on mine as well. A welcome mat if you ask me. Do | kiss her? | mean, maybe she's had enough of that sort of thing for 


today. 


| see her swallow. And! see my palm lingering at her cheek. Those lips..those lips draw me in like some unseen tractor beam. | move 


closer. She doesn't move. She doesn't breathe. My thumb lightly brushes her bottom lip and her eyes flutter. 


| can't think. Instinct takes over. Just the same as the desire of dope sometimes takes over all rational thinking. My thumb is 
immediately replaced by my lips. Soft. Warm. | defanitely groan and try to keep my dick from poking into her. 


My right hand slides into that fire red hair. My left finds a place to rest in the small of her back. | can't fucking think. | can't 
fucking stop. God | hope I'm doing better at this than Nikki. 


Then | feel her hand sheepishly twine into my hair as her head tilts to allow me better access. Our lips part and our tongues start 
to massage one another. Please let me do this better than Sixx. But now that I've got her here like this.what do | do with her? Do | 
see how far she will let me go? Or do | do the gentlemanly thing and stop myself before | get out of control? 


Against every fucking thing screaming in my head, | pull my shit together and stop. | allow a Sixx like smile to cross my lips as | look 
at her. | just can't stop from doing it. | force my feet to move a step back. 


"Sleep well." 


God l'm such a fucking loser. 


Fowl Play 


Izzy POV 

Holy shit! 

This was fucking intense. 

| have no clue how on earth I'd been able to stop but somehow | did. Acting like a fucking gentleman while every nerve in my body 
wants me to just grab the girl and fuck the shit out of her. Normally | would have walked her backwards into the room, kick the 
door shut with my heel and just go at it. But somehow | didn't. How the fuck did | manage to stop? 


God, l'm fucked. I'll never be able to forget those perfect pink lips and how good they taste. Fuck me. You are totally fucked Isbell. 


When | step out of her room, | lean onto the door for a second, almost panting. My chest is fucking pounding. My head feels like it's 
in a vice. My goddamn legs are trembling. This is nuts, right? 


| already crave her taste and it takes all my strength to fight the urge to get back into the room and kiss her for the rest of the 
night. And | know that's probably not all I'd do to her so | hold myself back. | pretty much set up post at her door to make sure 
none of these fuckers tried to get in. There's plenty of coke floating around so there's no need for me to sleep. 

"What the fuck are you so damn happy about?" Duff asks suspiciously as he sees me standing there. 

| bet | look like a lunatic but | can't swipe that smile on my face. I'm smiling like the first time | ever got stoned. My body tingles and 
| can feel a flutter in my stomach. What the fuck is wrong with me? I've kissed a thousand chicks before. Not one had ever made 
me feel like this. Not fucking one. 

| let out a cough and try to calm down as | push myself off the door, grabbing a smoke from my pocket. "Nothing. What's up 
anyway? Any plans for tonight?" | ask Duff and hope Sixx had provided us with enough booze and dope to get my fucking mind off 
that girl, lying in the bed right behind that door. 

| really need to get high as soon as possible. Like yesterday. 


"The usual | guess" Duff shrugs. "We could work on some songs. You've missed a lot while you went on your fucking Karma-mission" 
g g g y y ng 


"What are you even talking about, dude?" | ask him and drag from my cigarette. Why the fuck is everyone acting weird about my 
trip to the desert. First that Disneyland shit from Axl, now this. 


"Slash kept blabbing shit about how your Karma's fucked up and that's why these things keep happening to you." Duff dares to 
chuckle. "He's either on some really heavy stuff or he's getting insane. | swear that fucker turned into some budhist monk or 


something." 


My thoughts are soon broke off to Nikki calling out to me with a drunken slur and squinted eyes. "Hey! Stradlin! You just gonna stand 
there gaurding my door all fucking night? Or do you wanna get in here and get some of this?" 


| look and can see him prepping a fix. Fuck yes | wanted it. | needed it. | walk over to Sixx as he is filling the syringe. He extends it out 
to me with that fucking smirk. | take it, sit on the floor, roll up my sleeve, and spike my vein. Thank God. 


| open my eyes and can see Nikki sitting there staring at me with that fucking look he gets. That look that makes me uneasy. He 


slowly raises his hand and slowly wiggles his fingers in a wave. 

"Nighty night Stradlin" 

And then things just sort of started fading out to black. 

Nikki's POV 

Step one. Make one struggling rhythm guitarist my bitch. Check. 

Step two. Take one mediocre chick from forementioned rhythm guitarist and make her superfly hot. Check. 
Step three. Take superfly chick out on date and flash the cash to make said rhythm guitarist look bad. Check. 
Step four. Return superfly chick to poor rhythm guitarist. Check. 

Step five. Kiss superfly chick really fucking good in front of loser rythm guitarist. Check. 

Step Sixx. Play it cool and walk away. Check. 

Step seven. Play it even cooler and offer rythem guitarist a fix. Check. 

Step eight. Prep a fix for rythm guitarist. Lotta smack. A little bit of horse tranduilier. Little Halcion. Check. 
Step nine. Give fix to rhythm guitarist. Check. 


Step ten Politely tell rythem guitarist goodnight. Check. 


World War Sixx 


World War Sixx 
MJ's POV 


| wake, confused and glance at the clock. | could swear I'd been asleep for ten hours straight but in fact it was still in the middle of 
the night. 
What had woken me up? 


| remember standing in the middle of the bedroom, touching my lips for at least five minutes before | went to bed eventually. But it 
took some time for me to finally sleep. | had been too shaken up to get rest. 


That kiss Izzy gave me was incredible. When | kissed him it was like the hands of time froze. Everything just slowed down, perchance 


so | could better remember every detail. And | did. 
When Nikki kissed me, it had felt nice. It had been my very first kiss and | have nothing else to compare, but when Izzy kissed me it 
was like | was on fire in an instant. Compared to Nikki's kiss | couldn't think. | couldn't focus. | just wanted him to never end this and | 


felt a strange feeling in my stomach like a thousand butterflies shaking me up. 


In retrospect, the two kissed similarly. But There was no feeling between Nikki's lips and mine other than pressure. But with Izzy 


there was an electrical current shooting throughout my body. 


The sound of water running in the bathroom answers my question of what had woken me. Someone's here. | feel panic rushing over 


me and huddle further into the bed, covering my almost naked body under the sheets. Who was in here? 
Eyeing the bathroom door, | wait and hope the person would not notice me eventually and just leave. After a while the door opens 
and a tall dark figure appears. | am too scared to move, when | realize it is Nikki who's standing in front of the bed naked as god 


made him. 


"See something you like, baby?" He asks with that sideways smirk of his and | turn as red as a tomato before | pulled the bed sheet 


over my head. God, this was embarrassing. 


This was already the second man | saw naked within twenty four hours. This Tommy guy in his thong not included Why were they 


all so comfortable running around naked? 


"C'mon doll. Don't be shy. If you see something you like, just go for it" | hear Nikki say while he tugs the corner of the sheet. "Feel 
free to take advantage of me." | hear him chuckle, instantly tugging the sheet | keep clutching. 


| feel panic rising. I'm almost naked. He's not allowed to see me like this. No one is. No one ever saw me naked. Not even my sisters. 
"Please, Nikki..." | let out a small sob, begging him to stop embarrassing me like this. 


"You're a really restive chick, you know that?" | hear him chuckle. "This kinda turns me on" 


He lets go of the sheet and for a second | think he's going to go but then | feel the bed shift. The sheet is ripped off my body in a 
second and all | can manage to get out is a scream before Nikki throws himself onto me. His hands prowl my almost nude body. His 


lips try to trap mine. 


| struggle as he tries to kiss me again, hitting him in panic. He grabs my wrists, holding them down and looks at me with a frown. His 


eyes are cold and black. | can feel every detail of his body pressed to mine. 
"Please..." | let out another sob. 


"So either you like it rough or you weren't really expecting me." He says calmly, not moving an inch. His fingertip tracing my cheek 


softly. "If you're not here to fuck, what are you doing in my bed, baby?" Nikki asks, looking down on me with that menacing smirk. 
Then the bedroom door flies open and halfway off the hinges with a loud crash, revealing Izzy with a furious look on his face. 
Izzy POV 


This is it! This time I'll murder that son of a bitch. | don't even fucking care if I'm going to jail for it. He's just a sick fuck. This shit 
has to stop. 


Forcing drugs on every one of us is one thing. We are all fucked up enough to gladly take it from him. Drugging and fucking passed 
out sluts is quite the same. The chicks all know what they're getting into with Nikki Sixx. 


But forcing himself to an innocent girl, who is probably even still a virgin, is another. And he fucking drugged me to get me out of 
his way. Motherfucker. This is something | can't tolerate. Sixx is so going down for this. 


| must have been passed out on the floor where | shot up whatever Sixx drugged me with. l'm still pretty droggy. God knows how 
long I've been lying there like that. That floor is still way better than any other place I've been sleeping in LA. 


So, | woke up by a roaring scream. 


For a second | don't have any idea where this is coming from and check my surroundings. Slash is lying on top of a chick, his head 
buried between her spread legs. Duff is passed out in a chair, the empty bottle of vodka still in his left hand. Stevie is curled up on 
the floor with a smile on his face. Axl is nowhere to be seen Neither are the Crue guys. | hold my throbbing head when | get up to 


see what is going on 


For a second | freeze in front of church girl's door. | can't just burst in there like a lunatic, right? But then | hear sobbing and 


mumbling. Someone is in there with her. 


Rage is burning up inside me and without any other thought | smash the door and see Nikki Sixx lying on top of my chick. Butt naked. 
And she doesn't seem like she invited him. She looks terrified and is trying to fight him off. 


So that's how people turn out to be a killer, huh? 
All | can think of is getting his naked ass of the chick and strangle him to death. | jump at Nikki, tackling him to the ground and 
putting my fist into his face. 


"Get your fucking hands of the girl, Sixx. You sick fuck!" | yell at him and punch him again. 
But | underestimated that fucker. He's on me within a second, punching me back. 


| can hear church girl screaming while we roll on the floor. Just when | manage to straddle Sixx and have a good angle to finally 


choke that motherfucker, hands grab me and pull me off him. What the fuck? 


| have no idea where he came from but Axl is holding me back with a firm grip while Tommy is trying to calm Nikki down Both have 


their work cut out for them. 


Nikki wipes blood from his nose with the back of his hand and dares to smile at me. | bet he's enjoying this kind of shit. 


"Wow, Stradlin. Didn't know you could deal blows like that.” He chuckles and looks at the girl, who's sitting on the bed, the sheet 


clutched around her. She seems scared and | feel the anger burning inside me again 
"What the fuck happened here, man" Axl asks while he's trying to hold me, still struggling. 
"| think Stradlin has a soft spot for Mary Jo here." Sixx says with that devious grin on his face. 


"You sick motherfucker were trying to rape her. | didn't sign up for shit like this, Axe." | try to explain when Axl finally lets go of 
me. "These guys are a bunch of fucking lunatics. | don't trust any of them. Hell, | didn't want to be here in the first place." 


Nikki laughs at me. 
He's fucking crazy. Seriously. If | weren't so angry, | might be afraid of him at some point. 


"And what are you going to do now, Stradlin? Hit me again? Get it out of your system?" He spits at me. "Don't you forget you owe 


me, motherfucker! | said l'll come and collect. You should learn to share, man" 


Without taking my eyes from him, | walk over to the bed and reach for the girl. She sobs slightly as | pull her close to me. She 
clings to me for dear life while she tries to cover herself with my body and her arms. throw a quick look at Axl before turning my 


gaze back to Sixx. 


"| don't know what you're doing but | am out of here." | say to Axl, still looking at Sixx. "Fuck you Sixx. Fuck you, your fucking money 
and that lame ass band of yours. I'm not going to open for this piece of shit. I'm going back to LA!" 


Hero Of The Day 


Author's Notes: 


Hero Of The Day 

Izzy POV 

Axl grabs my arm, dragging me out of the room. It happens so quickly, | have no choice to let go of the girl. | struggle against Axl 
but his iron grip won't let go off me. | don't want to leave her side. She's terrified and for some reason | make her feel safe. | really 
like that. 

As soon as we're out of the room, he gets into my face. 


"Are you fucking insane, Izz? What the hell is wrong with you?" He says. | can tell he is trying to keep his voice down, 


Oh, damn. Another lecture from Axl. Exactly what | need right now. As if | don't get these on a regular basis. | don't have time for 
this fucking shit. | glance at Duff and Slash, who are eyeing us from a safe distance. No help to expect from these fuckers. 


"What is wrong with me?!" | call out furiously. "That motherfucker was trying to rape an innocent girl, Axel He even got me smacked 


out like hell to get me out of the way 
"You need fo focus and see the bigger picture here, Izz" Axl keeps going on "The band." 

"Oh fuck the band, Axe!" 

"Keep your fuking voice own stupid," he jerks at my arm 

"| can't believe this shit. Who the fuck are you?" | can't believe that he'd tolerate something like this. 


Axl lets out a sigh, rubbing his temples. | guess this is getting to his nerves. Great. That just means he's going to preach to me that 
much harder. 


"Look, Izz. | know these guys are sick fucks but we need to get on stage. We've been paid in advance." 
| blink. What is he talking about? 
"Why the fuck don't | know about this? I've never seen a dime. Where's the fucking money, Axe?" 


"What do you think, huh? You think Sixx would just provide you a shitload of dope and ship you out to the desert because he's such 


a nice person? We're all into this mess because of you, Izzy.” 


| look at him dumbfounded. How in the hell could! miss this? That junkie inside me just didn't think about consequences. | have no 
idea what to say to him, so | just give him a nod and turn to the bedroom door. | go back inside feeling somewhat defeated and 


pissed off about it. 


Nikki is sitting on the bed with a towel to his nose, Tommy is helping him getting cleaned up. The girl is still standing with her back 
at the wall, clutching the sheet that is covering her body. | reach out to her and she immediately falls into my arm. God she felt so 
good there too. 


"tm gonna play this fucking show, Sixx." | spit at him. "But if you touch her again, l'm gonna strangle you in your sleep with your 
bass strings! Got it?!" 


He gives me a devious smile. | know that fucker won't back down. 


"Its fucking 4am. She's taking the other bedroom. And l'm staying. Just in case you get any ideas." | say and still wait for him to 
confirm any kind of understanding. 


"You fuckers won't get anything else from me, you know?" He says. "Go and score yourself, Stradlin. Good luck with that. Karma's a 


bitch." 
Everyone is looking at me with a ‘Gee, thanks' expression. Great. Now everybody is gonna be sober and pissed at me for it. And when 
withdrawals kick in l'm gonna hate me too. But my church girl is safe now. | look to her and see all the gratitude in the world in her 


eyes. In her eyes I'm the fucking hero. | kinda like the way she's looking at me. It makes me almost forget everyone elses 
dissappointment in me. | take her by the arm and lead her out of the room. 


MJ POV 
Izzy drags me into the other bedroom. I'm still shaking. | can't believe what had happened. | can't believe Nikki would do something like 
that to me. But somehow Izzy had rescued me. He came in and | instantly knew | woul be safe. He's my knight in shining armor and | 


feel relieved that | matter to him somehow. 


He closes the door and signs toward the bed. | crawl under the sheets and look at him. He looks restless. | watch him as he runs his 
hands through his hair. His eyes dart about never relly setteling on anything. 


"After that fucking show l'm heading down to LA. You're welcome to come with me if you like." He says and | give him a smile. 
"Thank you for looking out for me, Izzy." 
He just nods with an unreadable expression on his face. 


He leans his back into the door and slides down to the ground, resting his back to the door. Is he going to sleep like that? That can't 


be comfortable. 
"What are you doing?" | ask. 


"Someone has to make sure that this fucker stays out of this room." He seems to sigh with the weight of the world crushing it out 


of him. 
"This is stupid You should sleep in the bed" | hear myself say. Where is this coming from? 
"YOU are sleeping in the bed, honey.” He says. 


Our eyes lock. | can feel electricity crackling between us and this does funny things with my stomach. | try to smile at him. He's just 


paralized. 


"The bed is big enough for us both" | say and tap the bed beside me. "You shouldn't torture yourself on the floor.” 

He stares at my hand that is resting on the bed sheet. "The floor isn't torture." He says. He hesitates for a moment and then | see 
him slowly walking to the bed. His strong calloused fingers peel back the sheet and | can feel the mattress dip as he slides next to 
me, still fully clothed. 


Oh god, l'm not prepared for this. | didn't even think he would take my invitation. Now Izzy slides beside me, his eyes locked on mine. | 


can't look away. Without taking his eyes from me, Izzy shifts into a more comfortable position. 
| can still go back to the floor, ya know?" He whispers and | can hear him swallow. 
"Don't" | say way too quickly and my voice sounds breathless. 


| focus on his features. His black silky hair is spread out on the pillow. | want to touch it but I'm afraid to move. | can see the slight 
stubbles on his cheeks and | can't turn my gaze away from his lips. Those lips that made my knees wobble when they kissed me. 


"Honey?" | can see his lips move. "Why did you invite me into bed?" 
Because | want to be near you. | should say that to him. But | don't. 


"Why do you refuse to call me by my name?" | ask instead. 


Keep It Together Isbell 


Keep It Together Isbell 


Izzy's POV 

So what am | going to tell her? That | can't remember her name? That would be a fucking lie because | can exactly remember 
every single syllable. Mary Josephine. Though | never caught a last name | don't think. What a lame ass name for a beauty like her. 
So | decided to give her pet names. Like honey, darlin’, or sugar. | think that suits her more. But this, | won't tell her of course. 


"It's a lame name, honey." | say instead and feel ashamed of myself to offend her like that. "Sorry..um.| mean different.” 


"| guess it is in your world where everyone has names like Sixx, Axl, And Izzy." She replies calmly and | wonder if she's always going 


to surprise me like that. 

| smile, "There's a Slash and a Duff too. Perfectly normal names." | shrug with my smile widening. 

| can feel her body heat next to me and suddenly get very aware that she's almost naked under these sheets. Rolling onto my back, 
| try to keep my dick in check by staring up at the ceiling. | just can't bring myself to take advantage of her. She seems really 
innocent. When she looks at me she doesn't look at me like other chicks with their lust filled eyes. I'm starting to wonder if she even 
knows what that is. Her eyes are always so innocent. She looks at everything like it's the first time she has seen it. It's like the 
entire world is new to her. 


"Why do you keep rescuing me, Izzy?" She asks me. 


| let out a sigh, not knowing why she gets to me like that. "| was bored to death." | say. "And | thought you were just some hooker 
that Nikki sent me. | thought you were playing me. That's the type of shit Sixx does." 


She chuckles and | can't help thinking it's the most amazing sound that | ever heard. It's the first time I've heard her do it. | want to 


make her do it again. 

"What convinced you | was telling the truth?" 

"| don't know. Maybe that you weren't interested in me for one." God, | wanted her to be interested. Very very interested. 

"Thanks for believing my crazy story." She says. 

| still can't believe this actually happened to her. And that | even met a girl like her. She's so amazing to me. Somehow in the last 
twenty four hours she was all | could think about. And in this time | kinda felt like | had been serving a purpose or something. Like 
just maybe | wasn't such a useless fuck up. 

"Yeah. | kinda like being responsible for you." | admit. Worrying about her had curbed my need to obsess over smack. | assume that's 
a good thing. However | know it won't last. Eventually I'm gonna start getting sick. Eventually that craving is going to overtake me and 
| won't be able to do anything to stop myself. | really don't want her to have to see me like that. But | know it's coming. 


"You don't need to. You're not my father." She says. 


| almost groan at the thought. Thank god, I'm not, because all | want to do is grab her and fuck her. Hard. Get your mind out of the 
fucking gutter. Change the fucking subject Isbell. Yeah, tell her about the night you got stabbed. Something. Anything you idiot. 


"How should | put this" | try to explain my karma-near-death-experience. "The night | got stabbed was weeks before | met you. | 
went to some dive in Chinatown Some place Sixx sent us. The old guy who stitched me up told me basically that my Karma is all 
fucked up because | screw up so much. He told me that if | did good then good would happen | thought it was all total bullshit. | 
guess | passed out and started to dream or some shit. | dreamed about you. You came into my room where | was sleeping and asked 
me to help you. Then.there you were." | pause looking into those eyes. "I think you crossed my path for a reason. | believe l'm 


supposed to help you’ 

She makes this tiny noise which sounds like she's disappointed. | am making that up, right? Surely all that didn't disappoint her: 
"Im sorry! She says softly. I never meant to be such a burden’ 

Her voice is sad and | roll back on my side to look at her. 

"You're not. Quite the opposite, actually" | say and before | can stop myself | admit "I kinda like having you around! 


Her lips part as she sucks in a breath and all | can focus on is how delicious they look. | want another taste. | really need another 
taste. | know | shouldn't but | can't stop myself. Just like a heroin craving. I'm a jerk for thinking about that after what just 
happened with Sixx, but | can't stop myself. | can't stop. 


My hand reaches out automatically and my fingers shove a few strands of red hair out of her face. It feels so fucking silky, | have 
to cut back the groan that's rising up my throat. | battle my hands to stay off her. A futile effort. | just have to touch her. Her 
skin feels like velvet. So smooth. So warm. Stop it Isbell. Stop. Nevertheless | keep stroking her hair, watching her intensely. 


She shuts her eyes, and | wonder if she's feeling uncomfortable. | pull back my hand. Not wanting to cause her to be uneasy. 
"God" She whispers. "Don't stop." 


| hesitate as her words roll through me in a wave. | look at her wondering if | heard correctly. Should | touch her again or not? 


Probably not. YEAH. 


"tm sorry." | let out a cough, my voice sounding rough. "I didn't mean to take liberties... | have no idea why | did this." | stutter like 
a twelve year old. Great Isbell. Normally you'd just go for it instead of acting like a fucking gentleman. What the fuck is wrong with 


me? 


Her bright blue eyes meet mine and l'm paralyzed. What am | doing here? This is wrong of me. I shouldn't be taking advantage of her 
recent misfortunes. | shouldn't act as though she owes me anything. But dear god | want her so fucking bad right now. I'm a hot 


damn mess. 


"| said: Don't stop." She chuckles. Oh that chuckle. It simply melts me. Then she reaches out to my hand, pulling it back to her face. 


She presses her cheek against my palm and lets out a small sigh. 


Fuck me running backwards. | swear to god | almost jizz my pants. Seriously. This shit hasn't happen to me since seventh grade. Back 
when it didn't take much more than the wind blowing right. This is too much. She's responding to my touch and | am hard as a rock. 
Fuck. If it's possible to be harder than a rock, I'm there. I'm not sure if | can control myself any longer. So | pull back, discreetly 
trying to adjust my throbbing and hurting junk. | knew lying next to her would be torture. | fucking knew better. 


My limitations are being tested. It would be so easy for me to just take her and make her mine. But | know it would be wrong. She 
needs more than me. She needs someone better. Why can | do no wrong in her eyes? Why does she want me to be this hero and 


savior? | can't even save myself, let alone her. Why can't she see this? 


"Oh boy." | pant, focusing on the ceiling again Fuck me what do | do? I'm about to fucking explode. It's like | have no control over my 
body with her. | mean yeah, I'm a guy, and | do usually think with my dick. But not like this. | don't think | have ever been in this kind 
of shape before. What the fuck do | do? Breathe man. Breathe. 


More 


More 

MJ POV 

l'm confused. | liked being touched by Izzy. When his fingers found my cheek and slowly caressed my skin and my hair, | stopped 
breathing for a second. His touches send shivers through my whole body and | had a strange feeling in my stomach. | don't want 
him to stop. But he pulls back anyway and | ask myself if | did something wrong. 

When he said to me that he thought | hadn't been interested in him, | managed to stifle a laugh. If he only knew how much | am 
interested. He's the only boy that interests me in any way. And | can't even figure out why. | think about telling him for a second 
but decide not to. | don't know how to deal with that information myself. 

"Oh boy.." | hear him say, rolling on his back again. 

| don't know what to do. Did | do something wrong? A minute ago he was stroking my hair and now he shifts further away like he 
doesn't want to touch me. Didn't he like that touch? All | know is that | want to be touched again and feel his skin on mine. I've never 
before felt this way. I'm thankful that the light is dim in the room because l'm blushing at the thought of how desperate | wanted 


him to kiss me again. 


"Izzy... | start and try to pluck up some courage. ".. why did you stop touching me? It really felt nice and | feel safe with you. Can 


you just hold me for a moment?" 

"Don't do this." He whispers as his eyes flutter nervously. 

"Do what?" | ask. 

"Don't fall for a guy like me. I'm no prize. I'm fucking useless. " 
"Do you ever give yourself credit for anything?" 


“Sure.| credit myself as being a class A junkie and half assed musician.and world renowned fuck up," he says as his eyes look away 


from me. 
| move even closer still. | can hear him breathing sharply when | move closer to him, resting my head on his shoulder. 


"You have no idea what you're asking, sugar." He says but contrary to his words, his arm pulls me closer to him. It feels like his 


hand is shaking. "I'm trying real hard to do the right thing here, you know?" 


| don't know what he thinks the right thing is. His body close to mine feels so amazing, | feel a rush through my veins that is making 
me more self-assertive. | slide my hand on top of his chest and | can feel him tense up when | touch his soft and warm skin. | 
almost forgot that he seems to always wear his shirt open. A strange sensation rips through me and | can't help feeling a bit 
naughty. In a good way. 


| can feel his heart racing and hear his muffled moan, but he stays still. Almost as if he's waiting for me to stop. He looks like he's 
in real pain Suddenly | am so ashamed and confused that | pull my hand back and shift away. 


"tm sorry... didn't mean to." | stutter, not able to get a clear thought. 


But before | can say one more word, Izzy groans Then he is coming across me with his weight. Then his lips crash down on mine. 
Hard. Intense. Feverish. Almost similar to Nikki. But way better because of how | feel all over. | tingle in places | didn't even know | 


had. | can't explain what he is doing to me. 

My body is on fire as his hot, hungry mouth devours mine. This is different than the last time he kissed me. | can almost feel all 
his desperation in this kiss. It's more aggressive, more needy. But it feels amazing. His tongue teases mine, fluttering and stroking. He 
tastes like whiskey and cigarettes and for me it's a like an aphrodisiac. | can't get enough of it. 

His hard body is pressed to mine, his jeans rubbing against my bare legs. His hands grasp at my skin. He's actually almost hurting 
me, but | like it anyway. | have no idea what is happening to me. All| can think of is getting him closer to that strange throbbing 
sensation between my legs. | want his hips closer to me. | shift, burying my hands in his hair and pull him closer. | don't want him to 


stop. | want him to keep going. 


Izzy breaks away from my mouth and traces light feathery kisses from my neck to my shoulders. It makes my skin crawl in the 


most delightful way. 

"| wanted to do that since the moment | saw you in that black dress." He mumbles against my skin. 

| have never felt like this before. Parting my legs, | capture his waist between my legs. My eyes widen in shock. Something huge and 
hard inside his jeans is pressing against that arching spot between my legs. What was that? Is that..? | let out a gasp and try to get 
even closer to him. | feel immense throbbing and tingling down there and the only thing that seems to relieve it is the pressure of 


his body against mine. 


"Izzy." His name slips from my tongue with a moan My hands twine through his black hair. His lips feel so good on my neck and 
shoulders. There's this one spot he keeps kissing that sends this shiver down my spine. 


"Shit!" | hear him say, tensing up against me before he pulls away. His normal furrowed brow expression is again etched on his face. 


Nol | don't want him to go. This feels incredible. This makes me want more. And the excitement is so amazing. | have no clue what to 


expect and | love it. But Izzy looks conflicted 


"Hold on a second." He says rising up to his knees between my parted thighs. | can hear him panting. He looks down at his pants and | 


hear him almost let out a growl of sorts "Jeez... | didn't mean to push you." 


| don't know what he means by that but l'm suddenly aware that l'm almost naked and | had rubbed myself at him. God, this was 


embarrassing. | could feel tears burning up my eyes. Why did he keep pulling away from me? | seem to lose my control. 
| sit up and wrap my arms around his torso. | lean in as close to his ear as | can and whisper, "Don't stop.” 


| can literally hear him cease to breathe. He looks at me very long and hard for a moment. Then his breathing goes from not at all 


to nearly hyper-ventilating. His fingertips glide down my bare arms. 
"Can | ask you a question?" He asks in such a soft voice. 
| nod yes. 


"Have you..are you..a.um.virgin?” He manages to ask. His eyes move along with his fingertips up and down my arms. | know he is 


waiting for me to answer. What do | say? 


Too Many Answers 


Too Many Answers 
Izzy POV 


| sit there with a huge boner and just stare at her like some sicko. | allow my fingers to continue tracing her skin as | wait for an 
answer. This shit makes me nervous. It's almost like I'm afraid of her to answer me, because | don't really want to hear that 
answer. | mean is it really any of my damn business anyway? God, what the fuck should | do if she's really a virgin? | mean, if she's 


not I'll probably just go for it and fuck her. But if she is, that brings sex to another level | guess. 


I've never been with a virgin before. Or not that | knew about anyway. As a guy, this isn't a big deal. You're obsessed with losing 
your virginity as soon as possible. But girls tend to hold on to that until that very special guy comes along. They have this fucked 
up fantasy that Mr. Right would turn up and they would give themselves to him. But that's no who | am. I'm definitely not Mr. Right. 


Mr. Very Wrong would be much more suitable for me. 


She swallows and | can see she's considering what to tell me. | guess she doesn't want to look like some clueless hillbilly but doesn't 


like to look like a whore either. Girls just think complicated ways like that. It's just bullshit but somehow it matters to them. 
"Uhm.. yes?" She says, nervously biting her lower lip. I'm close to panicking. "No?" 


| blink. What is she trying to tell me here? My brows crinkle a bit as | roll those to words around in my head. I'm afraid to ask her 
to clarify, but | have to. 


"Are you asking me or are you questioning your own virginity?" | ask her confused. 


Something is not right here. She should know if she's still a virgin, right? Then reality just starts throwing right hooks at mel'm 
suddenly afraid that she'd been abused in that crazy ass cult. | mean, those fuckers do things like that all the time. They were going 


to marry her off to some horny old dude for god's sake. 
Her sigh rips me out of my thoughts. She sits back, avoiding my gaze. 

"Technically Im not" She whispers and | have no clue what to do with that information. "When was at college, there was this party.” 
"You went fo college?" | ask stupidly. This girl keeps surprising me. 'I mean.. what happened?" 


"| would like to know." She says, her eyes looking sad. "All | know is | had a good time. And the next day | woke up without panties, 
realizing that I'd lost my virginity.” 


This is sick shit that happens even to ordinary people? Don't get me wrong, I've seen a lot of crazy things happening when people get 
high as shit but roofing girls to get laid? Hell, that's sick and pathetic. So how should | respond to something like that? God, this is 
way over my head. | just thought she was a virgin, now she turns out to be abused, too? | can't fucking deal with something like 


that. 


| still have a massive boner from having her close to me, | should be ashamed to even think about her in that way, right? My balls 
are deciding this torture is too much and rebelling against me. They hurt all the way up into my guts. Yeah, defanitely blue balls 
coming on. | know this could be avoided by fucking her, but now | can't. | can't tamper with this innocence. Well, | could, but | 


probably shouldn't: 


"So, you've never been with a guy before?" | ask Great question Isbell. "I mean.. shit.. you don't have any memory..so 
everything..you've never." | can't help letting out a sigh. What am | going to do with these information? I'm just babbling and making 


no fucking sense. 


She sadly shakes her head. But before | can think about this she looks like she's going to panic and throws herself at me, hugging me 
tight. A groan escapes my lips. Fuck the desert motel purgatory, THIS is what I'd call hell. Living with a bad ass boner for the rest 
of my life. 


"tm real sorr for that darlin," | eventually say. What the fuck else can | say? 
"But... this." She mumbles at my chest. "This doesn't mean | don't want to be near to you. | really like you touching me, Izzy." 


"Shit" | try to shove her away from me a bit. | can't handle this. | practically jump from her parted thighs and sit on the edge of 
the bed. | am so fucking horny and feel so damn bad about it, it actually hurts more than my junk at the moment. "I can't do this... 
you shouldn't ask me to. |... lm not the right guy for this" | manage to get out. My dick says to me that she wants it, give it to 
her. My gut tells me | should leave her to get her experience with a better guy. And my head.it says to hold her. Fuck me. | just 
can't do this to her. She needed to be with some yuppie virgin motherfucker and not a gutter rat like me..or Sixx for that fact. God 
l'm so glad he underestimated my drug use. Otherwise my sweet church girl would have gotten fucked against her will by Lucifer 


himself. 
"Izzy?" She says my name. | know she's wondering why | moved. Why | had stopped touching her. 


| take a deep silent breath and look over my shoulder to her. "Look.you have to get these little romantic notions about me out of 


your head," | say and look away. 
"But." 


"No," | cut her off. "Please please just listen to me on this." | sigh deeply and glance back at her, "You have no clue what kind of guy 


| am. 
"Yes | do," she protests. 

But no. No she doesn't. | wasn't worthy of a chick like this. | was used to prostitutes, strippers and groupies. | didn't do rice. | didn't 
do wholesome. | wouldn't even fucking begin to know how. | mean | had seen some shit she never would. Like orgies. Like sharing 


partners. Sharing burning dicks from whatever shit we catch from them. | couldn't subject her to shit like that. 


"No honey..no you don't. I'm not the kind of guy you belong with. | don't mind helping you out. | do like you..but.l'm not like Sixx. | can't 
take advantage of you like this. You need something special. Something that.that you can.something that isn't me." 


She looks at me longingly. "But Izzy with you |." 


"| know," | cut her off, "I feel it too." | sigh deeply, "But honey you have to trust me on this. There's things you just don't 


understand about men" 
"Like what?" 


"Like the fact that 99% of them only care about getting off. And at least half of those are just types of guys who don't do the 
whole girlfriend thing.tthe dating, getting married, having kids and buying a house..'m not that kind of guy. I'm too fucked up to care 


about anyone but me." 


"You don't care about me?" She squeaks and fights off tears. 


"Oh darlin no, | fucking do. That's the problem." | shake my head, "It's just.! know me. know | can't give you what you want. I'm not. 
told you | wasn't a good guy. We can be friends. I'll help you in any way | can But it's gotta stop there." 


"But why?" She whispers almost. 


"Because its better for both of us. You say you trust me.just please.please trust me sugar." | sigh and rest my head in my hands. 


My body is about to explode. | don't know what to do. 
"Please don't go," | hear her almost pleading. 


| turn to her. | slide my hand across the sheets to hers. My fingers lightly brush her knuckles. "I won't, | promise.but you 
gotta.just cool it.back off a little cuz you have no idea what you're doing to me." 


"What am | doing to you?" She questions. 

"Honey you got me so hard I'm think it's gonna kill me." 

"What?" She innocently asks. 

| shyly smile and point to my dick, "You know my dick.hard..ready..willing and able." 

"Oh," she smiles and blushes. 

| stand up. 

"| thought you said you wouldn't go," she says hurriedly. 

| turn and reassure her. "I'm not, I'm going to the bathroom to jack off" 

"What?" 

| smile and look down, "Nothing.just.give me a minute..ok” 

She nods and | high-tail it into the bathroom. | shut the door and begin ripping my belt and jeans undone. My hand reaches inside and 
pulls out my hard, purple throbbing dick. | lean into the wall with my left hand over the toilet. | grab my dick in my right hand and 
quickly begin moving it up and down as fast as | fucking can. 

| think of the freckles on her milky shoulders and chest. | think about those perky perfect tits in that strapless dress. | can still 
taste her cotton candy kisses on my lips. The smell of her hair is still lingering in my nose. That red hair. Those eyes. Oh fuck me. 


Fuck I'm gonna cum. 


And | do. | feel so much better. Now | can actually go back in the other room and be next to her for at least I5 minutes without my 
dick interrupting. So | clean up and go back into the bedroom where she is still in the bed. 


| give her some lame smile and cross over to the bed.| sit at the edge of the bed and remove my boots. Then! start to unfasten 
my shirt. Out of the corner of my eyes | can see her biting her bottom lip. | slide my shirt off my shoulders and let it fall to the 
floor. | lay down next to her and snake my arm under her. | tug her to me. She lays her head on my chest and | breathe in her 


scent. 


This is it Isbell. This is as far as you go with this girl. No more kissing. No more freckles. Just remember your fucking place. Be her 
friend. Keep her safe. Help her get the hell away from you. Away from all this. Just keep it together man. Play it cool. 


Same Fucking Shit 


Same Fucking Shit 
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Izzy POV 


| wake up to that familiar doomed feeling. Shaking commences beneath my skins surface. My nose is starting to run a little. My body 


is starting to get a slight ache deep inside. I'm craving a fucking fix. This is normally how every morning goes. Usually that's the 
first thing | do in the morning. Prep a fix, shoot up and go back to sleep or relax until I'm straight enough for the day. 


Then I'll try to come up with enough cash to buy more dope to get high later in the evening. We go out, deal, rob, steal, con, beg, 
and borrow. Junkie routine. Like | said: Scoring dope is like having a fulltime job. It consumes your every waking moment. Unless 


you're connected. Or have junkie rock star friends with enough cash to provide it to you. 


Shit! | knew | would regret taking shit out on Sixx like that. How in hell am | gonna manage to score dope in Vegas? | didn't know 
anyone around here and just shuffling through the streets, trying to find a fucking dealer is way too risky. | could get stabbed again 
or jacked for whatever cash | manage to round up. Damn Isbell, you just couldn't mind your own god damn business for once, huh? 


No fuck that, I'm glad | didn't in this case. Fuck Sixx. 


You know, the thing with Mr. Bownstone is: as soon as he starts knocking, everything else just seems pretty fucking irrelevant. All 
you can think about is that you don't want to feel the symptoms of withdrawal. Nothing is worse. Nothing. l'm not sick yet. But | 


know I'm gonna be soon if | don't shoot up in the next few hours. Life comes calling. Time to do the junkie thing. 


| look beside me and watch as church girl sleeps. She's lying on her stomach, the flaming red hair spread all over the white pillow. 
The bed sheet has been moved down a bit and exposes the creamy white skin of her shoulders and part of her back. | still 
remember the way it feels. God, she is beautiful. And those tiny little freckles are fucking driving me nuts. | swear this shit is 


torture. My dick is already trying to get hard again. Get it togetherlsbell. Fucking think man. 


That chick has no fucking clue what she'd gotten herself into by relying on me like this. How in the fucking hell should | take care of 
her? | can't even take care of myself. My priorities are smack, booze and music. How would she fit into this? Where is she gonna 


sleep? How will | feed her? What am | gonna do with her? And better yet, why did it even bother me? 

| jump out of the bed, lightening a smoke while | sneak silently out of the room to find Slash. | find him sitting on the couch, 
scratching his arms awkwardly. Yeah, | know what that means. At least that fucking Sixx-cocktail fixed me up long enough to hold 
my shit together until we'll score. Slash doesn't look this fortunate. 

His frantic seeming eyes look up at me. "So | take it you've got nothing left too, huh?" 

| sit down next to Slash. He gives me a look of disgust. Yeah, that's my entire fault fucker, | know. | do feel a little bad for him. 
"You think Sixx meant what he said? He's cutting us off now?" Slash asks and | can see him freaking out a little. His mind is panicing 


because he thinks he's gonna have to be sober till we go back to LA. Yeah, me too. 


| give him a shrug. "He's your fucking friend, but | am pretty sure he won't give me a fucking crumb, man" | drag at my smoke and 
let out a small sigh. "| need to go score. Any ideas on that?" 


He just shrugs, taking a swig from a dwindling bottle of Jack that's resting on the table. I'm relatively sure its the last he will have 


axcess to. Sixx will see to that for sure. That motherfucker. 


| empty my pockets and throw everything on the table. Shoving shit like guitar picks and random chick's telephone numbers aside, | 
quickly count every fucking dime | have. And fuck even this is Sixx's money. It's what | have left of the wad he gave me to leave LA. 
Fuck! This is it? 


"Six bucks and sixty cents." | mumble while | dump my cigarette in the overloaded ashtray. "That's fucking perfect. | can't even 


afford a bottle of booze, man" Well, actually | could get about four or five bottles of Night Train at $1.29 each, but you can't find 


that shit outside of LA. Fuck. This just ain't enough to score. 
Slash digs through his pockets and throws all his shit outon the table. A couple of bills tumble out of the mix. A five and five ones. 


"Ten bucks, man. That's all | have. | swear." 


Frustrated like hell, | kick the coffee table. | take a few deep breaths trying to calm down This shit just never ends. Here we are, at 
the same point that almost got me killed. As much as | love getting high, being a fucking junkie sucks. It's never ending. Just this long 


continuous cycle that never ends or breaks. 


"Maybe you should apologize to Sixx, man" Slash suggests with as he plugs off one nostril and blows snot out of his nose onto the 


carpet. 


"My ass. That sick fucker isn't getting anything from me. I'd prefer cold turkey. He tried to fuck a.Fuck Nikki goddamn Sixx." | say 
confidently. Let's see if | still like that idea when withdrawal really sets in 


Just then a door opens. Nikki's door. He's standing there naked with a towel covering his junk. His nose is pretty swollen. Too bad | 
didn't fucking break it. | really wish | had at this point. His sleepy face manages to form that smirk | hate so fucking much. 


"What's the matter guys?" He says and | want to cringe at the sound of his fucking voice. "Coming down? Need a fix?" 
"Fuck yeah," Slash says hopeful. 


His smirk gets even more smirkish. "Wish | cold help you Slash.but l'm sure Stradlin will manage something when you guys get back 


to LA" 

"Fuck off Sixx," | snap. 

'Gladly," he huffs and disappears back into his room 

"You're hung up on this chick aren't you?" Slash asks before evacuating his other nostril at my feet: 

| jump aside, "Its not like that" 

Slash just huffs. "So does that mean | can." 

"Fuck you man | cut him off. Then | just give him a stare and drag from my cigarette. He knows not to fuck with me. 


"We could like case Wayne Newton's house or some shit,” he suggests and changes the subject from my church girl. Smart move 


Slash. 


| just sigh and shake my head. "Man don't you think Wayne Newton has an alarm you dumb fuck?" | shake my head again and smoke 


my cigarette. 
He shrugs and takes a drink "Rob a store?" He adds after a moment. 
"Too hard.too many people at all times in Vegas, tourists and shit," | shake my head. 


"Pan-handeling?" He asks. 


| drag from my cigarette and think a minute. Fuck this was pointless. Even if | did come up with the cash | still had no idea to find 
dope. | look over to the other side of the room and see a guitar sitting there. Hummm. Pan-handeling. That would be totally doable 
here in Vegas. You see shit like that all day long. 

"Grab your guitar," | say. "What what about.” 


"We're not taking your chick with us are we?" Slash asks in surprise. 


"No. We can't" 


Slash chuckles softly, "I doubt he's gonna try shit on her judging from the size of the potato you put on his nose." 


| smirk in satisfaction. "Good, but | still don't trust her around him." 


Chicks Dig Us 
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Izzy POV 


| can't believe this. | actually can't believe how far I've dropped. Maybe | should've listened to my mom, get educated, get a real job. 
Other people are quite happy too, right? But | needed to do whatever | wanted and go wherever | wanted to. Great plan to become a 
fucking rockstar, Isbell. Just great. This worked out very well for you. Good fucking Idea. 


Instead of living a nice and cozy life with a job I'd be actually paid for, | find myself standing on the Vegas strip with an acoustic in 
my hands, playing Neill Young songs. Slash stands next to me, shredding and plucking on his guitar like he could somehow improve 
that shit. His top hat is resting on the concrete in front of us to remind people to drop some money. | feel like a god damn loser. 
Thank god, nobody knows us here. This is embarrassing. 


"This is ridiculous. We're just collecting coins here." | mutter. "This isn't going anywhere. At least let us play some of our own songs. 
That's far more fun" 


Slash grins at me like a ten year old. He's fucking hammered, like usual. Is he actually enjoying this? | think he really is. Fuck.how? 


"Well man, if you wouldn't have fucked us with all that bad Karma and shit people might give us more cash." He says innocently as 
he plays a few cords of a few different tunes trying to find one he likes | guess. 


Not this shit again "Don't start with me," | warn 


"It's fucking true, every since you tried to rob that dealer." He says and plucks a few notes then fiddles with his strings. 


"Since | fucking tried?! It was your fucking ideal" | snap at him. 


"But it was your Karma. Yakinamudo told me so." He calmly says without ever looking up from his guitar. 


| look at him like he's lost his fucking mind. "Who?" Who the fuck is he talking about? | think he has officially flipped his fucking lid. 


"The guy who saved your fucking life in Chinatown," He motions at my stab wound, 


"What about him? What the fuck are you even talking about?" | ask. 


"| went back to see him while you were gone because | wanted to hear more about all this shit” he informs me. "He explained it all” 


"You went back to that Quack?" | chuckled in disbelief. God he was really out there. | couldn't believe he went back to that weird old 
guy. 


"He's not some Quack! He's a fucking soothesayer!" Slash snaps at me. Shit's getting tense because we are both needing a fix. 


"Soothesayer?! What the fuck?!" | ask feeling mildly irritated. Why did this shit keep coming up? 


"It's like a fortune teller," he tells me, "One they say is never wrong.” 


| snort, "Well that makes me feel so much fucking better Slash. Here all this time | thought he was an old flunkie doctor or 
something. Fortune teller..yeah, feel much better, thanks." Yeah | feel tons better knowing | let some fortune teller stitch me up. This 


is just fucking perfect. Karma you say? 


Slash just shrugs and continues to play. He's plucking licks and riffs as if he's standing right on stage. | can't help rolling my eyes. He 
starts to play some doomed sounding music. | suppose this was to reflect either my Karma or our situationGod, this guy is a 


freaking monster with this. Just shove a guitar in his hands and he's happy for hours. | only can shake my head in disbelieve. 


Don't get me wrong. | love playing guitar and | love to sing. But he's different though. You'd never catch him without his guitar. | 
even think he takes it with him when he takes a shit. Seriously. That fucker is nuts. | bet he's going to be a fucking guitar god 


someday. | do notice that since we started playing one of our own songs that more people are tossing coins in his hat. 


"This is great" Slash slurs and points out to his hat. "I bet we already have ten bucks in there.” 


"Yeah, fucker. We've been playing for fucking hours, too." | say and rub my hands because l'm already starting to shake. | need a 
fucking fix. Soon 


Right when I'm about to pack it all in because playing on the street sucks, a couple of chicks stop in front of us. Not just any 
ordinary chicks, you know? | mean like really hot ones. The kind of stripper chicks that usually hang with us in LA. Slash gives me a 
look. Yeah fucker, | know these kind of chicks know where to get dope. But this still doesn't solve our lack of cash. 


J 


The chicks are still watching us when | put my guitar down. Yeah, chicks are into us. This happens like a bazillion times, everywhere 
we play. | have no fucking clue why but apparently chicks are hot for guitarists. t's not that we have model looks or something and 
l'm pretty sure none of us have even showered in days. Still chicks hit on us like we're some fucking jackpot or something. | don't get 


it, but I'm not going to complain about it today. 


A blonde with killer legs, wrapped in fishnets, eyes me playfully and strolls closer to me. Slash is already eye fucking a redhead with 
enormous boobs. | can't help thinking about church girl. Shit, | can't get her out of my mind. | pray she's ok at the hotel by herself. | 
worried about that motherfucker Sixx. | know he's up and lurking around somewhere. That fucking motherfucker bastard. 


"Hey baby." The blonde says with that self-confident voice all strippers have and runs a finger down my chest. "You guys wanna 
have some fun? Vegas style?" 


| watch her finger slowly going down my chest. It's so fucking obvious they wanna get fucked, | can only nod. What can | say? I'm so 
fucking horny since yesterday, I'm about to explode. Not that I'm not into it. | am. Really. | love stripper chicks. They are fun and 
they don't bitch around when you ask them to leave. But | can't help feeling bored. This is just too easy. They are just too easy. 


But fuck I'm a man with needs. Needs that required more than my fucking right hand. | needed a woman's touch. And right now, just 


about any woman's touch should do. And maybe, just maybe these chicks will know where we can score. 


Then to my surprise the stripper before me holds her fingernail to my nose. "You like to party?" She asks with what | assume is a 
nail full of coke. | gladly snort it. Yep, coke. Well, it's better than fucking nothing, right? 


"You guys have a place around here?" The big breasted red head asks Slash. 


He nods with a huge smile. "A room at the MGM." 


"Well lets go then," the other says to me and takes my hand. 


As we walk | try not to let my mind obsess over church girl. However every step we take is bringing us closer to her. Focus Isbell. 
Pay attention to this chick rubbing her hand down your ass as she sticks a tongue in your ear. Yeah, it feels good. But | still cant 
help but think about my beauty back at the hotel. Fuck | really didn't want to take these chicks back to the hotel. An alley would 


have worked just fine by me. Maybe a bathroom stall even. 


Alas, Slash fucked that up. Hummm. | just wonder if that Asian fucker told him how he gives me bad fucking Karma? How is that 
shit on me when Slash had the idea in the first place? Where's his bad goddamn Karma? Fuck. Why am | stressing this bullshit? 
Goddamnit Isbell, fucking focus 


The Devil's Joy 


The Devil's Joy 
Nikki Sixx POV 


People tend to call me the devil. Yeah,they have no fucking clue how right they are about this. | mean, fuck.. | would easily sell my 


soul for fame and fortune. If | could find it somewhere that is. Some say | don't even have one. Again, who am | to argue? 


| fucking love to be evil Love to piss off people. Love to make them fucking hate me. It really has a way of dividing the weak from 
the strong. These reactions from people keep me going and make me feel fucking alive. It's almost better than being loved. Not that | 
have the vaguest fucking clue what that is. From neither the giving or receiving end of it. 


Being rice all the time and trying to never disappoint people is so fucking exhausting. It's far too much work. Especially when you 
realize that everyone has a touch of evil inside. Everyone lets someone down. Everyone has turned their back on someone. So | just 
am a jerk from the beginning and everybody expects even worse. So they place no expectations on me and can't be disappointed 


when | fuck up. | never give them a reason to like me in the first place. 


Don't get me wrong here. I'm not a nice guy playing evil. | really don't give a shit about people. | don't fucking care about anyone but 
myself. | am 100% team Sixx and to hell with any other. I'm so fucking awesome | don't need anyone. My every desire is met with 
nothing more than a smile, my devil's smile. And believe me when | tell you this motherfuck never lets me down. Thank fuck | was 


born good looking. 


So even having those Guns fuckers around, paying for their shit and letting them open for Crue is not a pity party. | don't do things 
like that. | have no fucking pity to give. Its an emotion I'm physically incapable of. No, | really don't give a fuck about those guys! 


l'm nice to you, be aware, I'll always come to collect. And | always get my pound of fuking flesh, one way or another. 


Playing this fucker Stradlin is hilarious. | guess he reminds me of a shy timid me. Only not as good looking of course. But as much as 
| hate to admit it, we think a lot alike and have tastes for the same shit. And fuck no, this does not mean that | fucking like him. 
He's such a fuck up, just like the rest of that lame ass band. He's just the fucking easiest target. 


That crazy redhead singer is trying to tie this bunch of morons together as a band. Junkies, ego maniacs, gypsys, and clowns. 
Hummm, maybe they aren't all that different from Crue, except that they don't rock like us. Have to give him credit, he is a bad 
ass singer but everyone else is just plain average. Well, except Slash maybe. That boy may turn out as a real good guitarist. If he 


manages not to kill himself. And let's just say his chances are up in the air. 


After | fucked with Stradlin and Slash a bit, | hear them leaving the suite. | guess they are on their way out to try to score. | can't 
help chuckling a bit and my nose hurts like a motherfucker again Stradlin, that son of a bitch! | really thought he'd maybe overdose 
and quit being a pain in my ass. But | underestimated the drug tolerance of that fucker. Maybe he's not the wimp | thought he is. 
Have to give him credit for that. And for picking up that redhead chick. Damn, she is freaking hot. But a little to guarded for my 
taste. 


And then | realize that they must have left her here. I'm pretty sure | didn't hear her or see her. Hummm. | sit on the edge of the 
bed and slide my legs in my leather pants. There's two chicks passed out in my bed. | lean over and bite one on the ass while | 
smack the other ones. "Time to jet," | say and stand up. | exit my room into a disaster zone that used to be a hotel suite. | wonder 


where Tommy is? | go to his door and turn the knob. 


| stick my head in and see red long hair splashed out over the pillows. White satin sheets conform to a perfectly sculpted body. Oh 
wow..stradlin did leave the chick here. | feel the corners of my lips tugging upward as | creep into the room. Stradlin.Stradlin. Stradlin, 


| silently say as | shake my head and approach the bed side. 

| watch her sleeping so soundly. She glows like an Angel. She may even be one, who knows, cetainly not me. | gently sit at the edge of 
the bed. M eyes sen the room for signs of Tommy. No Tommy. Therefore | must assume it was Stradlin who got this lovely lady 
naked in Tommy's bed. Lucky son of a bitch. Oh well, no better time than now for me to get back at him for that. 

| extend the backs of my fingers out to her bare exposed back and run them softly downward, stopping in her lower back. 


She draws in a breath and stirs a bit, "Izzy?" She coos with a smile just before opening her eyes. 


| snarl and roll my eyes. As soon as l'm done expressing this disgust she's got her eyes open and they meet mine. She jumps a little 
and tugs the sheet closer to her. 


"Its ok Baby," | smile as nicely as | can, "I'm not going to touch you. Infact.| want to.uh, apologize for last night. | was..fucked up, 
yeah, so." Mutter and mumble having no clue how to say ‘I'm sorry’. | don't do sorry. And no, I'm really not sorry. | understand it 
appeared as if | was gonna rape her last night, but really, | don't think | would have. Maybe. don't know. Ok, so maybe | would have. 


Her expression hasn't changed. | just need to turn up my charismatic charm. 


"Ie never been accused, charged, or convicted of any misdemeanor or felony rape cases. That's gotta count for something, right?" | 


say looking around for a fucking cigarette. | must have left them in my room. 

"Then why didnt you stop when | asked?" She almost whispers and inches even further away from me. 

"Because | was fucked up," | shrug, duh. 

"And what if Izzy hadn't come in?" She barely manages to ask 

| bite the inside of my lip to keep from smiling. If stradlin wouldn't have broken down the goddamn door | would still be passed out 
next to her. And in the last hours, | would have rocked her fucking world But no, that's not shit | should say. | should try to be 


more..more..fuck | don't know..not Nikki. Fuck where the hell is Tommy when | need him? He's way better with this mushy shit. 


"| would have snapped out of it.eventually," | shrug. "I just couldn't help myself. Fuck. You saw how you looked last night..Who could 


fucking blame me?" 
She's still silent as fuck. 


"Come on, please don't be mad at me. I'm sorry. Really. Please let me make it up to you. What can | do?" Jesus, is it just me, or did 


that shit sound like begging? 


But it must work because she gives me a faint smile. Imagine that. See | told you | was fucking charming and shit. She fucking 


bought it. 


Score 


Score 


Izzy POV 


We stroll back to the hotel with theses chicks on our arms. Slash is dragging his ass and spending more time making out than 
anything. They're really into us. Like | said: | have no fucking clue why but | sure as shit won't complain about that. They even stop 
to buy us some booze. | really needed it for my shaking. This would be a hell of a party, if | just could stop thinking about church 


girl for a minute. 


Taking the chicks back to the hotel is a very bad idea. | have no idea why | bother, but | dont want church girl to see me fucked up 
like this. And | really need to get things going with that stripper chick because | need a fucking fix, like yesterday. | know that 
probably won't happen until | fuck her. | guess stripper by nature are just hornier chicks. Maybe because they stare at naked chicks 
all the time. 


"Wow..!" Crystal, the blonde chick calls out as we leave the elevator towards the suite. "You guys must be rockstars or some shit?" 


She clings closer to me, if that's even possible. | am looking even better in her eyes now. Fuck, if she only knew. 
"Nah. Just opening band, sweetheart" | say and search my pockets for the key card. 


"You can afford a place like this as opening act?" She asks and | fight the urge tell her to shut up. | have no fucking intention of 


having a real conversation with that chick. She's nothing more than a means to an end. 


"We're with Mötley Crue." | say plainly and wonder if | could just pass that annoying chick to one of the Crue guys as soon as she'd 


scored some dope for us. Nikki would appreciate her I'm sure. He loves it when people tell him how great he is. 


"Wow... that's... just wow!" She stutters and | can't help rolling my eyes. Fucking Sixx. Why are people always reacting impressed like 
that? If they knew that fucking son of bitch, they'd run and never get near him again. | DO know that motherfucker. And fuck me | 
wish | never met him. Again, this is some of Slash's bad Karma or some shit because he's the one who brought that fucker into the 


mix in the first place. Yeah, thanks Slash. 
"Yeah... just wow." | repeat sarcastically and open the door to the hotel suite. "Lucky me." 


Looking back and wondering where the hell Slash is, | see him and the redhead almost fucking in the god damn hallway. Lips and 
slobber, hands untying, unbuckleing, groping. Ugh. How can he even act like he's thinking of more than dope? | know | sure as fuck 


can't. 


| stop and turn to Crystal before | step into the suite. "You've got a hook up to get us some of the fun stuff, sweetheart?" | just 


hope she could call her dealer as soon as possible. 


She takes a good look at me and | know she's trying to figure out what I'm on. "Smack?" She plainly asks and | nod. "We could share, 
but you owe me a ride Mr. Stradlin" She seductively licks her lips. 


Fuck, yeah. Of course | owe her a fuck. I'm a fucking whore if it comes to my drug addiction And my dick has already been hard for 
fucking hours again. So, yeah. Why the fuck not? | knew this was coming, right? Just fucking go for it, right? I'm already getting sick 
as hell. So | don't really give it a second thought and draw her inside the suite toward one of the bathrooms. | really need to get a 


fucking fix now and get this over with. And | really don't need an audience right now. 


Crystal is already peeling my shirt off as | kick the door closed with my heel. I'm too sober for this. | can't concentrate. | can't stop 


anticipating if she's gonna score for me or not. The suspense is fucking killing me. 


"I need a fucking hit first." | say to the chick and she fumbles in her purse, revealing what I've been craving for hours now. Fuck mel 
She had it right there all this fucking time?! Fuck! | wish | would have known, | could have lifted it from her purse hours ago and be 
high already. Fuck. Fuck. Fuck! 


She hands me what | want. With shaking hands, begin pulling together all the things | need to shoot up. Luckily | hung on to a needle 
from Sixx. | prepare a fix and try to find a vein that's not all dried out. 


The chick eyes me with a strange look on her face. She can probably see my track marks from there. Yeah, | bet | look pathetic but 
at this stage | don't fucking care. All | can think about is getting high. 


She opens a foil, holds a lighter beneath it and inhales through a small straw. 


God, | envy her as her eyes roll back for a second. It seems it has been ages that | got high from smoking heroin This just doesn't 


do it for me anymore. I'm way more fucked up now. 


When | finally find a fucking vein, | close my eyes as feel my body relaxing. Sweet mother of god. This shit just fucks up your life 
but every fucking time | shoot up | can't help thinking it's all worth it. And it is. l'm already starting to feel so much better. 


| still lounge on the floor, the needle probably still in my arm, when Crystal slips on my lap. Ah, yeah. There was that. | don't care 
for sex now. I'm high as fuck. And the chick isn't that special either. Don't get me wrong, she's hot. She's a fucking stripper for god's 
sake. She's supposed to be fucking hot. 


But | can't help missing some details that would turn me on eventually. Maybe | should've taken the redhead? At least | could have 
taken that one from behind, imagining it would be church girl. | groan and almost bite my tongue, trying to cut it back. 


What the fuck is wrong with me? | used to fuck hookers and strippers all the time. Why can't | keep thinking about that innocent 
girl, which is way too good for a fuck up like me? But this chick isn't her. She's just not her. If | just imagine my chirch girl | will 
probably cum. But the smack is putting a deley in my thought process. 


The stripper chick is already grinding on my hard groin when | snap back to reality. | immediately close my eyes again, thinking about 
creamy freckled skin and those perfect blue eyes. That hot little body beneath me last night, her perfect face.. Fuck. | can't do this. 
This is fucking torture. As long as church girl is on my fucking mind, there's no way | gonna get laid again. 


The chick drops to the floor, lunging forward, tearing aggressively at the zipper of my jeans. Before | can grab her wrists to stop 
her, she pulls my dick out and slips her lips around it. Fuck! 


Then | hear it. A whimper. A pain filled fucking whimper from the door. Even through my smacked out brain | sense who it is 
without even opening my eyes. When | do, | see church girl staring at me in shock, devastation written all over her face. Dressed in 
that black dress and high heels she stood in the door frame, her eyes tearing up. Fuck. She looked so damn hot. 


The stripper turns at the church girl and Sixx decides in that exact same moment to show up, too. God, | hate my fucking life. 


"What? You guys wanna see us fuck? Just take a picture and fuck off" The blonde snarls at them. And turns to continue working on 


my dick. 


Sixx gives me one of his malicious grins. | bet the fucker is enjoying this. "Oh, good. Stradlin brought hookers." He says with an evil 
Sixx chuckle. 


The chick between my legs tenses. "l'm a stripper, not a hooker. You.. " She complains. 


"Yeah, whatever you say sweetheart” Nikki cuts her off. Then this mother fucker actuall throws his arms around a crying church 
girl and pulls her into his chest. His mouth turns to a snarl when he looks at me. "Come on baby," he says softly to her, "Don't 


cry..come on," and he starts to lead her away. 


What the fuck?! 


Questionable Behavior 


Questionable Behavior 


MJ POV 


Father Sebastian had been so wrong about love making. l'm pretty sure this isn't a sin Nothing that feels so good can be wrong in 
god's eyes. Can it? When Izzy had touched me last night, | was on fire. | had gripped the headboard to push him closer to that 
delicious feeling between my legs. | still don't know what caused me to feel like that. 


Then it was over. Izzy regretted touching me. He left me, alone and naked in that large bed. He left me here, confused, hot and 
wanting him. He came back eventually to take me into his arms but | could still feel his tension. He didn't want to be there at all. He 


had said that he felt it, too. But then he made up silly excuses for not being with me. 


Maybe its because | don't have any experience in these things? | thought | was ready for this. Ready to go all the way with him 
but he backed off like he didn't want to touch me at all. Was he disappointed that | wasn't a virgin anymore? 


Shame and grief washes over me. Father Sebastian always told us to stay pure and save ourselves until we would marry our future 
husband. He used to tell us that no man would marry damaged goods and that our virginity was our gift to our future husband. Of 

course no one talked about what had happened to me while | had been on college. | sort of wished they had. My virginity, in essence, 
was stolen. This had to change the rules for me, didn't it? 


When | wake up, Izzy's gone and Nikki is sitting on my bed. First | flinch. This guy is some really mysterious kind of guy. He keeps 
surprising me. After he nearly raped my last night, he comes to my room to apologize. | think it's kind of sweet because he seems 


like a guy that doesn't apologize at all. So | believe him, he's sorry and that it all looked the wrong way. 


| get dressed and talk to him for hours. He's actually really funny and charming. He reminds me of Izzy once in a while. Without that 
tortured expression Izzy wears on his face all the time. | wish | could take away what is hurting him so much. | wish | could 


understand what it was. 


He orders me breakfast and candidly talks to me about his plans for Motley Crue to take over the world. He says it's his way of 
throwing a middle finger up to eveyone who told he he would never amount to anything. Nikki seems really proud of himself too. | 
guess he had a right to be. He shows me a few magazines with him on the cover. When he flips on the TV, Motley Crue is playing. It 


was the devils music for sure. But | can see Nikki really must be a famous rock star. Especiall the way he throws around money. 


At some point | hear the door. Slash and a girl huddle into the room, making out. She's already topless and | blush at where he's 
touching her. | wonder where Izzy has disappeared to and walk toward the hall to find him. 


It takes me some minutes to excuse myself to Nikki and the couple thats making out on the couch now. As soon as leave the room, 
a high pitched moan grabs my attention and | follow the muffled sounds to the bathroom. Ice cold shivers run down my spine as | 
hear the recognizable sound of sexual pleasure. | open the bathroom door and instantly wish | had turned away and left. My heart 


misses a beat when | see Izzy with another woman. 


Even for a clueless girl like me it's clear what she is doing on her knees, bent over his most private parts as he's leaned back to 


the wall, eyes closed. The look on his face looks like something | had seen last night. He was enjoying this. 


| can't stop looking. My hand covers my mouth, but | can't avoid the sob that's rising from my throat. My heart breaks in that 


very moment. Then he looks up at me. His jaw drops and he looks reall uncomfortable. 


| feel Nikki's hand at my back. He smirks somehing smart to Izzy, but | can't even hear him. The girl says something too, but | can't 
hear that either. | can only stare at Izzy as the tears fall from my eyes. 


The next thing | know Nikki is wapping his arms around me and leading me away. He takes me back to his room. As he opens the 


door for me Izzy comes running up the hall. 

"Sugar, wait, | can explain," he says. 

Nikki turns to him and pushes him away hard in the center of his chest and shuts his door with us inside and Izzy out. He locks his 
door and a series of knocks come. Along with muffled words from Izzy. | can only sob into my hands. Eventually Nikki opens the door. 


He seems prepared for Izzy trying to get in He pushes him back again. 


"Fuck off Stradlin, go fuck the stripper you drug back here," | hear him say and slam the door. | guess Izzy goes away because | 


dort hear him anymore. 
| can feel Nikki sit on the edge of the bed next to me. Soon | feel him pulling my hands away. Then he shoves a dink in them 

"You need a drink baby," he says to me. 

"LI don't drink," | tell him 

He snorts, "Seems like a good time to start” 

And maybe he's right. | take the drink and pull it to my lips. It smells like Izzy. Another tear falls from my eye as | bring it to my 
lips. | let it spill into my mouth and instantly feel fire. | force myself to swallow. Goosebumps form on my arms and | shiver 


uncontrollably. Coughing comes next. Nikki takes the glass from my hand and rubs my back through the coughing. 


"Don't worry, it gets easier," He says and turns up the glass and empties it effortlessly. He looks back to me. "You love him huh?" 


He asks me. 
| don't know what to say. Do | love him? "I think so," | answer. 
"Why?" Nikki asks with enthasism. 


| wipe my tears and shrug. | had no clue why. | just did. My thoughts are broken by Nikki wrapping his arm around my waist and 


sliding closer to me. 

"| wouldn't worry too much about that other chick," he sighs, “Chicks dig guys like us. You can't fight them off sometimes.” 

| look up at him. His hair, wild as always, isn't covering his eyes at the moment. They are a really interesting set of eyes. All the 
make up smeared around them just made the color seem more vivid. Sea foam green and dull muted grey. But for once there seems 
to be no smirk on his face. No mischiviousness in his eyes. He seems different. 

"You're defending him?" | question. 


"|."he pauses, "I'm just saying." His eyes suddenly flutter and he quickly moves away from me. 


He goes over to the night stand and slides open a drawer. | see him pulling out things. Folded pieces of wax paper. A filthy spoon A 
bottle of lemon juice. And a needle. Is this drugs? 


"What are you doing?" | quickly ask. 


He glances at me. "Oh don't worry, this is for me, not you." 


Kill tt Away 


Kill It Away 


Izzy POV 


It had been three days now. Three damn days in which | watch church girl grew closer to Nikki. Fuck! Really? Nikki Sixx? He tried to 
rape her a few nights ago, now they're best fucking friends? In what alternate universe have | fucking slipped into here? Who would 
have fucking thought that that motherfucker even had it in him to take care of the same girl for more than a night? 


So for three fucking days l'm sitting in the hallway like a god damn stalker, fighting back the nausea every time he made her laugh. 
And three days of blue balls and hangovers and not one fuck. Christ, | hadn't even jacked off. But there had been a hell of a lot of 
bourbon, coke and smack. Nikki had lifted all sanctions against us apparently. 


| had tried everything possible. | tried to apologize. | begged. | raged. Hell, | think | even cried at one point, all of it through a goddamn 
door. But Nikki kept her separated from me and she refused to see me. | fucked up big time and so | did the only thing | knew how 
to do to deal with all these new emotions: | got high and got hammered like fuck. | think | even managed to drink more than Slash. 


And that's a rare one, trust me on this. 


| keep getting tortured with this fucking Karma talk of Slash's. Why is it my fucking fault? He invited those sluts back here, not me. 
He is the mastermind to everything he calls my bad fucking karma. | seriously don't get his fucking logic, or that Asian fortune 
tellers. Is Slash just fucking immune to Karma? Why the fuck did it keep coming after me? 


Only good thing on this is that Nikki opened the source of dope again for us. Slash thinks its because he'd talked to him and 
convinced Nikki we wouldn't be able to play without it. | just think that fucker hopes I'd overdose and he gets rid of me easily. | have 
to admit, he's not really wrong about this. This is running out of hand but | have no idea how to stop it. The pain of losing the girl 
to Nikki was just too much for me. 


| played two shows because | refused to go back to LA without the girl. No way | would leave her here with that bunch of sick 
lunatics. She is mine and | will get her back. That admission was the hardest part. Somehow in the middle of all this bullshit I've 
managed to develop some serious feeling for church girl. Feeling | don't really know how to cope with. Normally | would just run and 
neve look back. But | just can't leave. | can't stand to be away from her. I'm obsessed with her. Hell, | even wrote a fucking song for 


her. But that finally made me see what's really important. 


From time to time she would throw me a glance when we were out on stage. That was the only time | saw her. Her eyes would bore 
into mine but the warmth she'd always had for me was gone. It had been replaced with pain. She was all fucking smiles for Nikki now 
and he was acting like she was his property too. I'm serious. This motherfucker is even opening doors for her and shit. Everyday 
she's in something new that bastard bought. This disappear in a limo for hours at a time. It was killing me not knowing what was 
going on between her and Nikki. The thought that fucker could have her in his arms at night drove me crazy. The thought of his 


hands on her made me want to fucking kill him. 


Now | feel like killing myself, every time she throws Nikki a smile. That smile that she used to give me. That smile | chased away by 
fucking things up with that stripper slut, just to get high. God | am so fucking stupid. Tomorrow we would finally leave for LA and | 
have no idea what this would mean for church girl. Was Nikki going to whisk her even further away from me now? Or woul she 


come with me as planned? 


Obviously its no secret that | want her to come with me. She couldn't trust Nikki, eventually his fucking horns would pop out again. 
He would ditch her on the side of the road somewhere when he grew bored of her. | couldn't let him hurt her. But she won't fucking 


hear me out. She won't even let me say how sorry | am. Good one Isbell. 


That last night in Vegas is all about partying. Bourbon is flowing and girls are getting fucked all over the place, but | feel like all this 
isn't my life anymore. | feel detached, like l'm staring at it all from a TV screen. | doesn't seem real. Nothing seems real. Taking a 
bottle of Jack, | walk into the hallway and hunker down to the ground, leaning against the wall. | let out a deep sigh. | don't want to 
see anybody tonight. | just want to drown my pain. Drug it well. Anestesize it. 


| grab my acoustic, light a smoke and let my fingers take a lyrical walk. 


"She'd a tear cause l'm missin’ you 
Im still alright to smile 

Girl, | think bout you every day now 
Was a time when | wasn't sure 

But you set my mind at ease 


There is no doubt you're in my heart now 


I've been working on that song for some days now. It almost wrote itself and | can't help thinking that this girl actually triggered 
some really deeps feelings inside me. Shit! This is even worse than | thought. | don't even know what it is | feel. All | know is that its 
new and terrifies the shit out of me. 


Said "Woman, take it slow 
tll work itself out fine 
All we need is just a little patience" 


Said "Sugar make it slow itll come together fine all we need is just a little patience" 


With a final strum the song plays off and | feel even worse than before. | take a final chug off my bottle and leave for the 
bathroom. It's time to get that fucking dark feeling out of my head for good. Thank god for fucking heroin. 


The Black Heart 


The Black Heart 


Nikki's POV 


Holding Stradlin's little desert flower in my arms while he watches puts a smile on my face unmatched by any other. It reaches into 
my calloused soul and tugs at me. It really gets me off to watch that expression on his face. He's wanting to know if I've had her 


yet. | love watching him squirm. Love watching him dance around on broken glass. 


He has no way of knowing if at night she's in my bed or not. No way to know how | touch her. Do | kiss her softly? Do my hands 
caress her in places he has only dreamed of? Do | make love to her until the dawn comes knocking? Do | whisper words of undying 
devotion into her ear? | can see him scanning her face for some sign that she has given herself to me. Though he can never seem 


to accept any answer he may or may not see. | love playing on his doubts and insecurities. 


| can see the way he longs for her. When he sees her with me | watch a part of him die each time. And its oh so simple to watch 
him die over and over with each new day. But l'm a good sport. Really, | am. | have turned the ‘open’ sign back on above the bar. I've 
seen to it that cocaine snows down once again. That heroin is made readily available and plentiful. All the spoils | could possibly offer 


to a love sick pawn of a guitarist. See l'm not completely without compassion. 


The drunker Stradlin is the better. The higher the better. And that skinny fuck can hold some intoxicants in his system. The shot | 
spiked and gave him should have laid him out for hours, instead it only gave me a sporting head start. He could certainly hold his 
own For now the dope keeps him out of my fucking way. Keeps him tied down in his little world of self pity. | swear I've never met 
anyone who was so down on themselves before. He's weak. That's why | told you he was my easiest target. Stradlin has more heart 
and soul than all his band combined. A heart and soul that is just so easily bruised and battered. They've made him a liability, a 
casualty. Mine. 


Don't judge until you've walked a mile in my shoes. Existence for me isn't the same as it is for others. This life took and took from 
me for years. Then | had to get pissed off and mad. Then | finally decided to start taking shit back | decided to make my own future 
and be the master to my own universe. The only problem is, succeeding. When you obtain all you've ever wanted this dry boredom 
sets in. I've seen it all. 've done it all. My every wish has been granted. I've gone everywhere | ever wanted to go. I've met everyone 
| ever wanted to meet. | have played out every fantasy you can imagine. There are no surprises left to me in this life. No 
excitement. Life is bland and flavorless. Each new day lacks a pizazz that makes you want to get out of bed. Because you already 


know that nothing new or worthwhile awaits you. You've already fucking done it. 


So what remains for the rock star who has it all? Intruding into others lives and leaving a mark is all that | have found to entertain 
my time. Stirring up shit was all there was left to do. Planting seeds to sprout roots and grow. Twisting emotions and sucking the will 
from peoples souls. And | do it effortlessly and without thought or reason. Am | evil? | don't know. Maybe. Do | have a soul? 
Perhaps, not that | would ever show it to anyone. Do | have a heart? | used to. But where it once lay beating bright red in my 
chest, is now nothing more than a hollow black cold space. I'm empty. It's as if all the life left me long ago. There is no reason to get 


out of bed anymore. Nothing to achieve. No mountains to climb. It has become a mundane existence. Frankly, lm fucking bored. 


So | treat people as my toys. Puppets if you will They are all that's left to bring me what | think is satisfaction. l'm like a kid with a 
magnifying glass burning ants. But | just can't help myself. People are such fragile little creatures and so easily manipulated with 
words and actions. And believe me, | know all the right words and actions to bend someone's will to my liking. | have yet to meet 


anyone who could resist me or my power. 


| seduce people like a vampire. | make them feel happy and safe. | intoxicate them with my essence. Then when they least expect it | 
gently tilt their heads, expose their necks, and sink my teeth in. And they never even see it coming. It's so easy that even this too 


is starting to become boring. But Stradlin gives me added entertainment. He is so in love with this girl its a shame. He's like some 
love sick teen. Like a lost dog doing it's best to find a home. It's repulsive really. Maybe l'm just jealous because Stradlin has 
something | don't. Love. Not that | even understand it or want it for myself. | really don't think it's real so much as it is some 
chemical impulse to accompany mating. | just hate to see anyone happier than me. | want to be the happiest motherfucker on the 


planet. And to fucking hell with anyone who seems happier. That happiness must fucking die a thousand deaths. 


| don't do love. Love is stupid. Its blind. Its vunerable. It's flawed. It's fragile. H's too pure. Too happy. Too misleading. Love makes us a 
fool faster than anything else. It seduces you like heroin. Its addictive too. Love has the ability control us completely, with or 


without our will. Love makes you succeptible to becoming a victim. Most importantly, it's breakable. 


To answer that little question burning in your brain, no, | haven't fucked her yet. Though | do sleep next to her every night while 
Stradlin works himself into a drug daze. And | sleep pretty fucking restfully knowing it. | honestly can't remember the last time | 
slept in the same bed with a chick without fucking her. | just never do shit like this. Nor, for the life of me, can | tell you why | 
haven't fucked her. 


Despite whether she is or isn't my type usually doesn't factor into my decisions. Truth is, | don't have a fucking type. Female is the 
only criateria needed to fit my type. | just destroy everything that comes into my path anyway. I'm like a merciless tornado that 


leaves behind a trail of destruction in every place it touches. l'm as uncaring as that swirling wind in its vortex. 


But, for some unknown reason, | can't bring myself to touch her. Its like I'm Superman and she's made out of kryptonite. It's like 
we're magnets of opposing poles. I've tried several times to just fuck her. But something always stops me. When | look at her she 
just looks at me with such honor and trust. She looks at me like she's grateful to me. l'm not used to that shit. Nor do | properly 


know how to process it. 


You may be asking yourself why an asshole like me would even bother to process such. Why would Nikki Sixx keep his hands to 
himself when this girl slept just inches away? Why would he buy her shit and take her places and expect nothing in return? Why 
would he defend that fucker Stradlin to her? Yeah..well if you happen to stumble across those answers be sure to fucking let me 
know. 


But the fun and games with Stradlin is drawing to an end. Tomorrow they go back to LA. The burning question in my own brain is, do 
| let him take her? Or do | keep her for myself? | know my money would allow me to give her the life Stradlin can only dream of. | 
could whisk her off to exotic places in a private jet. | could buy her cars and jewelry. Vacations to the tropics. Winters in Florida. 


Summers in the Hamptons. But even | know that whatever they have has nothing to do with fucking money. 


This chick is completely head over heels for Stradlin If | ever find out why I'll die a happy fucking man. | swear to fucking God | do 
not see what she could see in the fucking loser. | mean looks aside.he's useless. He hasn't got a contract. He hasn't got a decent 


place to live. He's a drug dealer. He's a junkie. And fuck he can't even play that great. What does he possibly have that | don't? 


| mean, granted, l'm a junkie too, but | can at least supply my own habit. I'm crazy rich. lim good looking. | live in a fucking mansion in 
Van Nuys. | have platinum records. World traveled. Famous. You know..what's not to fucking love? But she's all about him. Fucking 


love. Do you see how fucking blind and stupid it is now? 


Deadly Silent 


Deadly Silent 
MJ POV 


Its 3 am and l'm laying wide awake. | can't sleep for the noise inside my head. That's the second night in a row | can't find any sleep 
at all. My mind is racing, my head hurts and my eyes are already dried out from crying. 


I've been hiding in Nikki's room. Despite his reputation and his attitude he's such a sweetheart. I'm beginning to get him a little. he'd 
never admit it but he cares about me. It's nice and | feel safe with him. Not like | felt with Izzy but in a comfortable kind of way. | 
like being with him. 


When Nikki is with me, he always tries to make me laugh. He's funny. He wouldn't admit this either. But he goes to great lengths to 


make me smile. When he tells me f his rock star adventures the narration is always a delight. 
But when I'm alone, | can't stop crying. Seeing Izzy with that other woman broke my heart. | know | have no right to be upset about 
it but | cant change how | feel about him. For a moment, when he kissed me, | thought he would feel the same. But obviously he 


doesn't. | can't blame him though. l'm a church freak after all. 


| roll onto my back, staring at the ceiling like I've been doing for hours now. There's a party going on in the suite. | don't want to be 


there. | still don't feel comfortable with all those naked girls around. And | can't face Izzy yet. It still hurts too much. 
He has been trying to apologize. He begged me to forgive him and lounged in front of Nikki's room for hours. 
"Ive fucked up." Izzy kept saying. "Baby, | know I've fucked up." 


| think | even heard him sobbing at one point and it nearly broke my heart all over again. | wanted to forgive him. | wanted this so 


bad, but | just couldn't. 

Nikki kept telling me what a fuckup Izzy is and | should either live with him having sex with other women or just forget him. 
"That's what guys like us do, honey.” Nikki said. "It's just too hard to say no when your dick is in charge." 

| hear Izzy in the hallway again He's playing guitar again | heard him play a lot in the last few days. He is incredible. Everyone is all 
about Slash and his so called guitar skills. Whatever that means. But when Izzy's on stage, | can't look away. Even with Axl doing the 
weirdest moves, | can't take my eyes off Izzy. He's the most beautiful thing | have ever seen on a stage. Not that | have a lot to 


compare though. 


Now he's playing again and | can hear him hum. Izzy has a beautiful voice. | love to hear him sing. It's rougher than Axl's, but | can't 
help feeling shivers all over my body when he sings. 


| almost forget to breathe, drinking in every single word he's singing. My heart skips a beat, listening to the words coming through 


my door. Is he singing about me? It almost sounds like a love song to me and | can't stop more tears from falling. 


When he suddenly stops playing | lay there a while, listening if he's still out there. | instantly miss his voice and fight the urge to 
take a peak if he's still there. 


Maybe Nikki is right. Maybe | should loosen up and take a part in the real world. | shouldn't expect Izzy to feel the same way | do 


and | should either take the man I've fallen for or forget him. But forgetting him was out of the question. 


Nikki Sixx POV 


Three days. 
Three fucking days and that fucker Stradlin still wouldn't shut the fuck up. I'm close to strangling that motherfucker. Seriously. 


What a fucking wimp. First he kept banging on the door for hours, begging and crying like a fucking baby. Now he won't fucking stop 
playing that mushy love song. What the fuck is wrong with the guy? Can't he just get over it? | mean, yeah the chick is hot but 
there are other fish in the sea, right? 


But maybe it's just me. | can't complain about what's on the menu for me. That fucker Stradlin doesn't have such a selection of fine 


meat. He may be a guitarist but he's a fucking loser. 


That thing with the stripper though? Have to give him credit for that. That number was hilarious and that stupid fucker send the 


girl directly into my arms with this. Sometimes l'm a lucky bastard | guess. 


| wasn't even aware | was capable of feeling sorry for someone else, but the girl was broken. Hell, | even tried to defend Stradlin 
because its not like he acted weird. That's just what guys like us do. We fuck hookers and strippers. Just with the difference that | 
don't have to pay for them. God, they're lucky if they don't have to pay me. 


So, that girl was sitting on my bed, crying and sobbing like hell and | was so fucking confused and helpless. | just needed a fix to get 
my head straight. 


Sure, | wanted to fuck with Stradlin. Get back to him because he almost broke my nose, that fucker. But | underestimated the grief 
of that girl. What the fuck is so special about Stradlin anyway? She could fuck me now. l'm the better choice anyway. Of course. 


When | got my gear together to prep me a fix, she looked at me strangely. That girl was weird as hell sometimes. Like she'd been 


living on a different planet or something. 


"Do you have something for me, too?" She asks me on the third day and | frown It's nothing new to share with chicks, get high and 
fuck like there's no tomorrow. It kinda comes with the territory. But something told me that this chick is different. 


"You ever tried heroin, honey?" | asked suspiciously. Why the hell am | even questioning her? 


"No." She shook her head. "But you and Izzy seem to enjoy it a lot. And Izzy always seem to be better with taking it. | just want to 
feel better, Nikki." She says and | totally get her. 


| can't cut back an evil grin 
This is exactly the thing | have been waiting for. Shoot up the girl, make her mine and fuck her the whole night. Hook her up on 
smack and she'll never look back to Stradlin again. Damn, this is so fucking easy | almost laugh. This would kill that fucker Stradlin. 


But | hesitate. Her bright blue eyes are pleading me to help her. And before | can help it | hear myself say: "You should stick with 
booze, girl. You don't really want to get involved with this shit.” 


Fuck me, Did | really just say that? 


Overdosed On Love 


Overdosed On Love 
MJ's POV 


A raging noise outside of Nikki's room snaps me out of my thoughts and makes me jump. | hear things shattering, people running and 
yelling at each other. | can't make out what they are saying exactly but they are surely upset about something. | wonder who is 
fighting now. These guys fought too much. 


| get out of bed, dress quickly and open the door to see what is going on. The source of the noise seems to be in one of the 
bathrooms and | fight the nausea when | step closer to it. The last time | just followed noises without thinking, | ran into Izzy and 


that other woman | have no intention on witnessing something like that ever again So | stop and hesitate for a moment. 


But there seems to be chaos all over the place. Girls are grabbing their things and running out of the suite. People keep frantically 
running in and out of the bathroom. Their expressions are one of fear and disbelief as they systemtically take a look and turn to 


leave. 


| take a look at the living room and see Nikki sitting there, smoking. He seems relaxed and not the least bit affected by what is going 
on in the other room. | guess if he isn't worried it must not be that big of a deal. 


"Don't let that fucker die in my fucking place." He shouts out toward the bathroom and chuckles. "We really can't use publicity like 
that." 


| hesitate for a moment. What is he even talking about? There's someone dying? What is going on? Why isn't he doing something? 
My heart races and I'm afraid to take a step closer to the opened bathroom door. But | have to see where Izzy is in all this and if 
he is okay. Whatever is going on there, it didn't sound like it had anything to do with Izzy. He has to be okay. He must be in one of 
the bedrooms sleeping it off. Though | don't see how anyone could be sleeping through all this. 

When | get closer to the bathroom, | hear water rumning. 

"Cmon lzz. You stupid motherfucker. Don't die on us here." | hear Axl's voice and | start panicking. 

| don't realize what is happening. | hear people calling my name, hands grabbing me, holding me back while | fight against them 
furiously. Why are they trying to hold me back? | have to see Izzy. | have to be sure that he's ok. | twist and jerk away from the 
hands grasping me from all angles. | crane my neck just enough to see inside the bathroom. 

Izzy is curled up in the bathtub, soaking wet and still wearing all his clothes. His eyes are shut. His lips are blue. Seeing this, | panic 
even more. All | can think of is: He's dead! God, no.. he's dead. He can't be! Why isn't someone calling an ambulance? Why are they 


putting him in the shower with his clothes on? Why are they holding me back? 


Soon Axl is dragging him out of the tub. He flops onto the tile like a dead fish. Axl is slapping his face but he doesn't respond. Not a 
single blink or moan He's like a rag doll as they shake him and slap him. 


"Nikki, dude, call a fucking ambulance!” | hear Duff calling for Nikki. 


"Are you fucking high?" | hear Nikki calling back. | guess this is enough commotion to rouse him from his seat because he is soon 


standing next to me in the doorway. He calmly drags from his cigarette. "I od'd in London once..they beat me with a baseball 


bat.when that didn't work they threw me in the trash." 
"Um, we really appreciate the story bro, but this is fucking serious,” Slash says slapping the side of Izzy's face. 


"Want me to find a bat?" Nikki shrugs and just watches the spectacle unfolding before him. He shows no concern at all. In fact he 
seems downright amused, like he's watching a movie or something. 


"Nikki do something!" | yell at him. 
"Fuck that," he shakes his head with a huff, "They'll make me explain shit. | can't have fucking cops here asking fucking questions. Hell 
no. Stradlin's a big boy. He knows the junkie rules. Number one, don't call the fucking cops or ambulances and shit. Besides, he'll snap 
out of it, just his lips are blue. It's not spreading to his hands and shit." 


"Not every one has nine lives bro," | hear Tommy saying to Nikki. 


| couldn't believe he could care so little. He rolls his eyes, "Fine I'll get the hotel doctor and pay him off or some shit. sware to God 
I'm getting really tired of saving Stradlin every few goddamn days." 


"Duly noted," Duff snaps, "Now please..call the fucking front desk!" 


Axl places his ear on Izzy's chest. "Thank god, he's breathing." Axl calls out and listens some more. "Wait." He lifts his head up with 
a snap and crashes the side of his fist down on Izzy's chest. "Fucking breathe Izz! Come on!" 


| pull all my strength together to cut me out of that iron grip. | don't even know who's holding me back. | just know | have to break 
free and make it to Izzy's side. He needs me, and | need him. 


| collapse beside Izzy, pulling his soaking wet head into my lap. Tears | didn't know | still had left, flow down my cheeks when | keep 
stroking his dark wet hair. He's so cold. He's so still. 


"Please Izzy." | sob into his hair, kissing his temples. "Please don't leave me. You can't just leave me like this." 

Axl listens to his chest once again "His heart's beating but he's not breathing!" 

"Pinch his nose and fucking blow in his mouth!" Slash shouts hovering on the other side of Axl and |. 

| quickly but gently rest Izzy's head on the floor and hover over him. | do as they do on television. | pinch his nose closed, part his 
lips, and place my own over his. | blow all the air | have to give into him. | can see his chest rising with the air | give him. When | 
move away from his lips | can hear the air escaping from him. It almost sounds as if he's snoring. 


"Is he breathing now?" Duff quickly asks in a panic. 


Axl throws his ear down on Izzy's chest to listen Then out of the blue Nikki reappears in the bathroom with a huge needle about 
six inches long. He's almost brandishing it like a weapon 


"Woah..woah Sixx what the fuck are you doing?" Duff quickly asks as Nikki just stumbles into the bathroom. 
"Its a fucking adrenalin shot," he shrugs, "I forgot management keeps one of these around for us." 


"What the fuck are you gonna do with that huge fucking thing?" Axl quickly asks him. 


Nikki kneels down between us and motions to Izzy's chest. "I'm gonna stab him in the fucking heart with it, what do you think?" He 


asks him as if it's second nature. 
"Woah..Woah! You're gonna stab him in the fucking heart?!" Axl says sounding so shocked. "Are you insane, that will fucking kill him." 
"That's what the hospital does," Slash says looking up at Axl. 


"He's not breathing! Do something!" | yell at them all. I'm frantic. | feel Izzy's life draining out. Im terrified of losing him. | bend over 


and whisper into his ear with tears in my eyes. "Please don't go. | need you Izzy. | love you you stupid jerk" 
Nikki Brings the needle above his head in both hands. "One." 
"Wait! Wait!" Axl calls out. "Can you even hit his fucking heart? You're fucked up!" 


Nikki smirks and looks at Axl, "It's a fairly good sized object in the center of your chest. But if you want to stab your own friend in 
the heart, then by all means." 


"Just do it!" Axl snaps. 
| grab Izzy's hand in mine as Nikki slowly begins to count once more. 

"One. Two." 

There is no three, just the downward thrust from Nikk's arms as the needle sinks to the base inside of Izzy's chest 
"Fucking shits" Slash gasps. 


With his palm flat over the plunger Nikki injects the liquid inside the needle. Then all of the sudden like something from a slasher film 
Izzy's chest arches on the floor and he takes in a huge gasp while his eyes fly open 


"Wow, it actually fucking worked," Nikki says sounding almost astonished. 
"Izz, zz can you hear me?" Axl quickly asks. 


Izzy's eyes frantically look around in confusion. Finally his eyes fall on the needle sticking out of the middle of his chest. But quickly 


they seek me out. 
"Don't look at it |zz," Slash says covering his eyes. "Nikki man, get it out” 
"Fuck no," Nikki shakes his head, "| had to put it in. can't fucking pull it out too." 


Axls shaking hands reach out and grab the needle. It looks as if he has to jerk it out of Izzy. Everyone in the room holds their 
breath to see if Izzy lived through all this. He's moaning on the floor. He's getting a little color back. Somehow he was still alive. 


"Did you call me a jerk?" Izzy whispers to me. His voice sounds rhaspy. His eyes however have never looked more alert. 


Happenstances 


Happenstances 
Izzy POV 


| wake up, lying on my bed in a strange purgatory again. Fuck me. How in hell did | get back here again? Oh wait, | remember. | was 
shooting up. Must have been that little bit too much. Told you that shit is hard to dose properly. I'm wondering if I'm dead now for 


good. | try to move but | can't. | can't be for certain if | even care or not. 


| remember my first dream about church girl like this and how good she smelled when she hovered over me. This wasn't my 
purgatory. This was my heaven All | can think about is that | can't wait to see her again. Smell her again. Feel her lips on mine. 
Please let this be my heaven. 


The door opens and the bright light is blinding me. | flinch but | can't look away. Even though it hurts my eyes, | don't want to miss 
that fiery aura thing that was showing around her whole body the last time. | remember she was beautiful. She's always beautiful. 
The suspense is killing me and | almost forget to breathe. Is breathing even necessary in heaven? 

A small figure steps forward and | can see the aura around it. Its not glowing in fiery colors like the last time, its more a pale blue 
color. | frown and wonder why it had changed. The colors seem calm and | automatically freeze. What the fuck is going on? Why ain't 
| feeling warm and cozy anymore? 

The figure steps closer and when my eyes finally sharpen the blue blur in front of me, | recognize this person: It's the old Asian 
dude from Chinatown. What the fuck? Why is he in my heaven? | want that guy fucking gone. | want to go back to my church girl 
purgatory. 

That dude stops at the side of my bed and looks at me with a worried look on his face. 


"You not do well, Izzy-san" He shakes his head in disbelief. “Told you your karma no good. Make up for bad karma and change future. 
You no going right path." 


Oh fucking kill me right now. Not that karma bullshit again Why couldn't that dude just haunt Slash and fucking annoy him with this 
crap? Oh fuck it. So | just lay here and listen 


"You no going to live long with bad karma, Izzy-san. Remember my words: Do right thing and change fate, before it's too late." 


| have no fucking clue what he's talking about. | mean, didn't | make up for all the bad karma shit already by taking the girl with me? 


What else could that fucker want from me? 

"But | saved the girl.” | manage to get out 

If that dude wouldn't fucking talk in riddles all the time, | might actually understand what | had to do. 

"Stay strong, lzzy-san Make her want being saved by you. Bad karma may toke your place” The Asian dude says and turns to leave. 
"Wait!" | call out. | really need some fucking answers here. "Wait, old man What does that shit mean? Is someone going to hurt her?" 


He turns to me again and steps even closer to the bed The look on his face is still worried and | can't help freezing again. It's 
suddenly so fucking cold in here, my body starts shaking. 


The guy bows over me, coming uncomfortably close. What is his fucking deal? 


| still can't move when | feel his breath on my ear. 

"Please don't go." He whispers in my ear. "| need you, Izzy. | love you you stupid jerk." 

| blink and try to open my eyes! hear voices mumbling. They seem so far away and | can't really make out where they come from. | 
try to focus but | just can't break through that foggy cloud that's covering my brain What the fuck happened? Where the fuck is 


that Asian dude and why did he whisper confessions of love in my fucking ear? 


My body is shaking and | remember that I'm freezing my ass off. My head hurts like a motherfucker and there's this pressure on 
my chest. The only thing comfortable right now are warm fingers, caressing my cheeks. Mhhh...This feels like heaven. 


When | open my eyes | can see church girl's face in front of me. Her perfect pink lips part and she flashes me the most beautiful 


smile in the world. | feel dizzy and wonder why she's here. 
"Did you just call me a jerk?" | whisper, my voice rough. 


Then | feel the pain of a huge needle being pulled from my still beating heart. | writhe in agony a moment feeling like | might have a 
heart attack. | feel like | got shot up with coke. Like far too much fucking coke. 


"What the.fuck?" | gasp and look around at everyone standing around me. 

"Nikki saved your fucking life bro," Duff sighs in relief. 

Just fucking great. Sixx saved me? | would rather be dead than owe this motherfucker one more payment on my fucking soul! Fuck! 
Why did it always have to be Sixx who fucking saves my life? What the fuck is this now? Three times? Fuck | already owe him a 
first born. Already gave him my church girl.what the fuck is left to pay him with? 


My eyes meet his, but for once he isn't cold and smirking. He looks..! don't know, dare | say..frightened. 


"Dude," Says Tommy's loud boundful voice, "That shit was so fucking awesome bro! The way Nikki stabbed the needle right in your 
fucking heart and the way you shot up..Dude | almost shit my pants, | swear to God" 


For some reason | can only seem to focus on Nikki. And he's staring dead at me too. | don't know why but the Asian man's voice 
rings in my ears about Karma again Was it all connected somehow? Like the way Slash seems to be my bad Karma? Am | Sixx's? Is 
that why he keeps saving me? For the same reason | keep saving church girl? To better my karma? 

There's someting about this look in Nikki's eyes. It's like staring into his soul and almost reading his mind. Nikki's talked to the old 
Asian before. He's heard the same shit | did, hasn't he? | know that fucking look in his eyes. It's almost a de'ja'vu feeling. Then Nikki 


blinks and looks away. 


And my sights fall once more to church girl kneeling next to me holding my hand. There's tears in her eyes. "Oh.Izzy," she says 


seeming speechless. 
| lift my fingers and let them lightly trace her cheek. "l.l thought you'd never talk to me again" 


More tears well in her eyes. "You promised you wouldn't leave Izzy..you promised" 


Who Could Know This Shit 


Who Could Know This Shit 
Izzy's POV 


"Oh You motherfucker," | hear Axl let out a deep sigh and stare down at me on the bathroom floor shaking his head in 


disappointment at me. 


“Axe.l'm sorry," | just immediately say. It's always best if | start out all conversations with Axl this way. Seems like I'm always 


owing him an apology for something. 


"What the fuck were you thinking lzz? For days you've been getting fucked up, not eating or sleeping. fucking knew you were going 
to end up just like this!" His eyes dart up to Nikki, "And you! | begged you to stop feeding him fucking dope!" 


Nikki just stares blankly at him, like he didn't even hear a word Axl said. His eyes eventually fall on me once more. For a split second 
his eyebrow twitches. "Hey.um.you guys can put Stradlin in my room," he says. His voice seems strange without all the snide 
sarcasm lacing it. He almost sounds human for a change. 

So Axl and Duff help me up. My chest hurts like something is broken | glance down to see my chest already turning purple around 
where Sixx stabbed me with the needle. | didn't know if | should punch Nikki or say thanks. He did save my life, though | assure you | 
have no clue why. And I'm guessing, from the look on his face, he don't either. 

| soon find myself lying on Nikki's bed My dear church girl is right at my side. Nikki stands in the door with his arms wrapped 
around himself. He almost seems to be freeing. He's also alarmingly distant for Nikki. Nikki is just standing there with this perplexed 
expression on his face. And he stays there, posted at the door untill everyone but church girl has left. "Hey sweetheart," he directs 


his attention to church girl, "Why don't you go see if you can round him up some dry clothes, huh?" 


She nods and quickly scurries off. Nikki closes his door and | can hear him sigh. He turns to face me and leans his back into the 


door, just staring me down 
"Dude, you're really starting to freak me out with all that staring shit," | say. 

He carefully sits on the end of the bed, his eyes never once leaving mine. "We need to talk," he informs me. 

| can only guess as to what he could possibly have to say to me. 

"When you went down fo Chinatown.did Yokinamundo. talk to you" He uneasily asks me. 

| shrug, "Yeah, some shit about Karma, why?" 

| swear to god Nikki goes as white as a sheet as he looks to me again He takes a deep breath 

"Why?" | ask again 

"| was seventeen the night | met him. | ended up in Chinatown trying to steal shit for drugs. Anyway | got robbed, but since | didn’t 
have any money on me, they beat the shit out of me.like Karate shit.! was all fucked up and bleeding so they drag me into the alley 


and leave me there. They broke several of my ribs, fractured my jaw. basically left me for dead. | passed out.and when | came to 


Yakinamundo was there. He took my hand and turned it over. He ran his own hand across it then looks into my eyes. | don't know 


why, but | was more afraid of him than | was the people who beat the shit out of me. Then he touches his hand to my head," Nikki 


pauses as if he's searching for the words. 

"Is this shit supposed to make sense?" | huff. 

"Please. just listen," he says, his eyes cutting to me seriously. 
What's this shit? Nikki knows how to say please in a sentence? 


"When he touches me it's like he shoves this movie in my head or something. | see HIS entire life flash before my eyes. | saw it all, 
every day of his life in just one split second. | saw his home. | saw his family. | saw the things he saw." Nikki stops again seeming 
choked up almost. His quivering eyes meet mine. "He had visions. He could predict the future. He could see your entire life simply by 
touching you. So they thought he was crazy. They drug him, kicking and screaming, away from his family and put him in an asylum. 
But not asylum like we think asylum, no this shit was more like a Medievil torture chamber meets dungeon. He was kept there, in 


the worst imaginable hell, for forty seven years.” 
"Well how'd he get out?" | ask suddenly becoming interested in this story Nikki was telling. 


"A fire.they just let it burn with all the crazies inside. He escaped and lived like a wild animal for years. He had had so little contact 
with people over the years that he had basically forgotten how to be one. Then he slipped onto this boat just trying to get out of 
the snow, and he wakes up in LA. Then he touches me somewhere on the neck and all the pain just stops in me. He helps me inside 
and starts to clean me up, stitches a few places..He tells me how Karma is the single most important thing in our lives, whether we 
want it to be or not. He said no man can escape it. He explains that his own Karma had been that of suffering, but by taking all the 
shit and never bitching about it, he was blessed with this new life in America Then he tells me what he saw when he touched my 
hand. He said he saw me in front of the world shouting for everyone to see me. That one day they would all see me. That what | 


think will bring me joy will only confuse me. That it would turn Karma against me." 

| just look at Nikki looking at me. 

"| went back and found him again four years ago because | realized everything he had said was true. He took one look at me and said 
"Now you see Nikki-san’. Man | was floored because when he met me | was still using my birth name. | didn't tell him my new name, 
nor do | think he had tabs on rock music. Anyway, | drop in from time to time, he always tells me some of his visionary stuff, but 
he leaves it too open for interpretation, or I'm just usually so smacked out | only get the shit in hindsight. The last time | saw him 
he tells me there will be someone who needs me to help them. He told me | had to save them in order to be saved.! fucking think 
he meant you," Nikki looks up at me. 


l'm speechless. What the fuck can | say to this shit? 


Then Nikki pulls keys from his pocket and tosses them to me. "This is my keys. Keys to my house, my cars..| want you to take 
Mary Jo and stay there." 


"Why?" | ask picking up the keys. 
"Do you have anywhere else to take here when you get there?” 
"No," | shake my head. 


"Don't tell me you planned to try to live on the fucking streets with her.she's not that kind of girl Stradlin. You can stay at my 


place till you guys come back out on tour in October. It's not like I'll be there you know." 


"Why are you doing this?" | ask him again. 
He shakes his head and shrugs, "I think this is what he wanted me to do." 
Ok, | have definately crossed into the Twilight Zone now. Nikki Sixx is capable of benevolent acts of kindness? What does he expect in 


return? A threeway with chirch girl or something? I'm hesitant to even accept his keys. But | do for one sole reason, church girl. 
Nikki was right, | couldn't live on the fucking streets with her. At least this way she'd have a decent place to sleep at night. 


Chandaliers And Stripper Poles 


Chandaliers And Stripper Poles 


Izzy POV 


| really must say, almost dying has been worth it. Seriously. | would do this shit over and over again, just to hear her say those 
words to me for the rest of my life. ‘I need you, Izzy. | love you you stupid jerk’. | mean, fuck, Sixx punched that big ass needle right 
into my heart and | still feel like this was the best night of my entire life. Fuck karma. | got my church girl back 


Now I'm sitting in a van heading back to LA. My back is resting against the sidewall, my girl between my stretched out legs, cuddling 
up to me. She's right where | want her to be. Damn, who would have thought I'd ever fall that hard for a chick? But | have. It's 


offical. I'm in love. And for some reason, even through the smack, | think I'm actually happy for once. 


| bury my nose in her hair and inhale deeply the smell. She smells so fucking delicious. | close my eyes as my lips trace her neck. 
She giggles and | think its the most adorable thing | ever heard. | want her so fucking bad. Perhaps enough to ammend never having 
fucked a virgin. | can't cut back the groan that escapes my throat. 


"Fuck, lzz. Slow down, man. You almost died last night." | hear Slash chuckle. 


He's sitting next to Stevie, right in front of me and tries unsuccessfully to get something out of the case he's sitting on Axl is 
spread out on the passenger seat, resting his booted feet on the dash board. Every once in a while | can see his eyes probing me. | 
know he's just making sure l'm ok. Duff is driving. | wonder if he's sober enough to do so. But l'm sure as shit | didn't cheat death 
last night to die in a fucking car accident. Nope, I'm feeling pretty fucking invincible today. Whose car is that anyway? l'm pretty 


sure none of us has a car. Who the fuck would even give us a car? Nikki? 
"What the fuck are you doing?" | ask Slash, who is still trying to open that case beneath him. 
"tm trying to get to my guitar, man" He says and finally manages to snake his hand inside. 


The rest of the trip is pretty serene. We chat with the guys. We cuddle. We kiss. We touch. Pretty much disgust the hell out of 
everyone. But fuck them. Goddamnit | think | have earned my right to gush romance from my pores and paint it onto all of their 


faces. Hello, almost died last night, remember? Almost lost this girl, remember? 


"So that's Nikki Sixx's mansion, huh?" Slash says, as we approach the huge driveway. It has a huge iron gate with spikes on top. On 
top of the pillars are menacing looking Gargoyle statues. The house is dark and creepy looking. It reminds me of something out of 
Hansel and Gretle, like a Halloween gingerbread house. One thing for sure, it had Sixx all over it: 


"Why the fuck would he need that much space? This is nuts." Slash says seeming almost giddy. 
"Maybe he needs a room for each of his girls." Stevie chuckles and Slash joins him with a knowingly snicker. 


"Oh man, being that rich must be fucking awesome." Slash goes on with worshipping Nikki Sixx's premises. "I mean can you fucking 


imagine?" 


| barely can cut back a snort. This is insane. | don't even have a clue why the fuck we are here. 

Nikki suddenly offered me and my girl to stay a few days at his place. Why the fuck would he do something like that? | don't trust 
him. But he seemed sincere at the time. And, what other fucking choice do | have? Hollywood or Sunset Boulevard? No, | couldn't 
drag church girl into the steets. 


Nikki was actually pretty cool about it. He told me to make myself at home. Told me the name of his home security company if 
there were any stalker fans around. He gave me his security code, 666, like | couldn't have figured out that one on my own He gave 
me the number to his dealer. He gave me the keys to his cars, and there was like six of them here. I'm pretty sure one is to a 


Harley considering it says Harley on the key. This might not be so fucking bad. 


"Fuck that sick bastard. | don't need his fucking charity." Axl mutters as we stop in front of the huge mansion. People with money 
piss him off. 


"Good thing, though." | say to Axl, opening the side door of the van. "Its not like you're staying." 


He jumps out of the car and glares at me. There's that pissed off expression on his face that l'm already getting used to. He's 


somehow always annoyed with me. "Say again?" He asks. 


| let out a sigh, pushing my hair out of my face. Shit, this is going to end in a disaster. 
"Look, Nikki offered his place to the girl and me. He made very clear that you guys are not invited." 


Axl's eyes throw daggers at me and I'm sure he's going to lose it any minute. 

"Oh man" Slash mumbles disappointed. "I was so looking forward to use the pool. This place is like fucking Disneyland, dude." 

"Yeah, | bet there's even a shitter for every single one of us." Stevie joins in 

Axl keeps staring at me like its my fault. Fuck, | don't even like Nikki. H not my fucking fault I'm suddenly his best buddy and get an 
invitation to his house. "Just to be clear about this: You and the chick are going on some mushy honeymoon trip, fucking all over 
Sixx's million dollar mansion and we are supposed to go back and crash at the storage again?" He lets out a wicked laugh, shaking his 


head in disbelief. 


How am | going to answer this? | don’t like Nikki anyway, right? And | don't give a fuck about his precious mansion, right? So why in 
hell should | give a fuck if the guys stay here or not? 


| give Axl a shrug and he grins at me, throwing an arm around my shoulder. 


"| don't think so." He says, looking at the huge house in front of him. "None of us has a place to stay, so we are going to move in 


here" 
"Well technically | have." Duff starts, but takes a good look at the house. *.. Well, fuck it. | don't think the cockroaches will miss me” 
We all stand a moment peering at the house in front of us. 

"You gonna open the fucking door or what Izz?" Duff asks lighting a cigarette 

Fuck me, I'm almost afraid to. But | step up to the door anyway. | stick the key in the lock and turn it. The door slowly creaks open 
We're met with pitch black as we slowly step through the threshold Shit, where's the fucking lights? My hand runs down the wall 


searching for a light switch. | finally find it and flip it on. 


The foryer suddenly becomes illuminated from these iron lamp fixtures on the walls. Above our head his a huge wooden chandalier 


that looks a thousand years old. Right beside the door are two more of his weird gargoyle statues. 


"This place gives me the fucking creeps," | hear Axl saying from behind me. 


| just shrug and walk further, searching out more light switches. Everyone follows me as room by room becomes illuminated. A 
very decked out antique dining room with a table that seated twelve. Ornate chandaliers with long dangling crystals. Candelbra's with 
golden candles. Beautiful stained glass windows that looked like something in a cathedral. In the living room, black leather couches. 
White carpets. Red walls. Gold and black trim. A movie projector. Tall sets of speakers the size of a twin bed. Yeah, you could tell 
this place belonged to Nikki Sixx. 


"tm taking this room," Axl sighs as we come into a bedroom. It's pretty plain and looks like it's never been used. He throws his bags 
on the bed and plops down. 


The rest of us continue down the hallway. Its very long and dark | flip a switch and the fixtures on the walls illuminate. The bulbs in 
them flicker like fire. | can't help but shake my head | see a huge door with a rounded top at the end of the hall. | walk to it and 
turn the nob. | fish my hand inside and flip the light switch. 


| can hear everyone behind me start to laugh. A huge bed in the center of the room, ovaled at the end A silver pole sat at the end 
going from floor to ceiling. A fucking stripper pole. A huge silk comforter covered the bed with Asian writings. A mini bar was fully 
stocked in the corner. The furniture was all black and gold The walls were black and trimmed with blood red. Red thick drapes 


covered the windows. Above the bed, on the ceiling, was a huge mirror. Yeah, this had to be Nikki's room. 
"Master bedroom | believe," Steven snickers. 

"| think this one is all you bro," Duff smiles to me and motions inside. 

"Why does he get the stripper pole?" Slash complains. 


"Because Nikki gave him the keys," Duff protests. "lm sure anywhere in this motherfucker is better than where we were a week 


ago, right?" 


Slash just shrugs as me and my church girl timidly walk into the room. | shut the door and leave the rest of them to it. My girl is 
looking at the stripper pole with a confused look. | can only imagine what is running through her innocent mind right about now. Her 
eyes meet mine and she nervously smiles with a blush. My dick twitches. 


| see another switch by the bed and flip it to see what it does. All of the sudden tiny little red lights come on throughout the room 
like candle flames. The rest of the lights dim down to nothing more than an orange mirage. The fireplace bursts into flames making 
us both jump. It looks like fucking hell.seriously, like the firey depths of hell. So goddamn Nikki. But it is kinda sexy. Church girl has 


never looked more amazing. 


| can't resist the urge to walk over to her. My hands pull her closer to me by her hips. My fingertips trace up her spine in this 
amazing backless shirt she's wearing today. | must say, Sixx's taste for women's clothes is starting to rub off on me. My right hand 
ends in her hair. | tilt my head and press my lips to hers. She draws in a breath and wraps her arms around me. Ok, so maybe this 


isn't the firey depths of hell after all 


An Itch To Scratch 


Author's Notes: 
Enjoy this little preview until we get the next chapter done. It's difficult for both of us to write, but we are trying. 


An Itch To Scratch 


MJ POV 


| look over at Izzy. In the darkness | see him propped up on one arm, looking at me, his eyes tracing my every feature in awe. | 
immediately remember what is like to have his body on top of mine, his hips between my thighs. His lips all over my skin, his hands 
in my hair.. He had only kissed me once since we had gotten here. He's been almost distant all day. | can't help but think there's 


something wrong. 
"Are you going to kiss me again? " | nervously blurt out. 


He doesn't answer. The silence is killing me. Then Izzy rolls on his back with a sigh. "No." he says as he stares up at Nikki's mirrored 
ceiling. "| don't think it's a very good idea 


"I know I'm not as attractive as the girls you're normally with.." | start but he sits up and looks at me. 
"You think | don't find you attractive?" he asks with a confused look on his face. 


"|.. | mean.. you stopped touching me." | try to explain, nervously biting on my lower lip. "And then that other woman did.." | can't say 
it out loud. | can't even think about how she hovered over his private parts. Not without blushing like a schoolgirl. 


Without a warning he lets out a muffled groan and rolls on top of me, his chest heavily pressing against my breasts. His eyes are 
burning into mine. His eyebrows are creased as they almoat always are. "That.. uhm.. what that other chick did.." he lets out a sigh, 
clearly uncomfortable talking about it. ".. that's just shit chicks like her do, you know? They just try everything when they notice 


you're not turned on" 

| don't know what he means by that and just stare at him, not knowing how to put all of my thoughts into questions. I'm a clueless 
hillbilly when it comes to sex. God, | am clueless when it comes to everything. | lived in a god damn cult. And I've never seen a naked 
man other than the brief glances | got of Izzy and Nikki. So what do | know about how to turn on a man? 

"So, what turns you on then?" | ask and he shifts a little. 


That's when | notice it again: something huge and hard is pressing against my thigh. | can't help gasp a little. This time | know exactly 
which part of him this is, and | can't wait to finally get my hands on it. Izzy closes his eyes for a moment and rocks that hardness 
softly against me. 


"Feel that, honey?" He whispers and looks back to me. "Just you, lying next to me wearing nothing more than a tiny shirt, makes me 
rock hard." 


Is... is that a good thing?" | ask confused and he chuckles. 


"Yeah, baby. This is a real good thing, trust me on this. That's why l'm too afraid to kiss you. | know it'll just make me want more. 


Wanna do more..you know?" 


"Don't you want more?" | ask with a lump in my throat. 


| can hear him swallow hard as he just stares at me. | can feel an ever so slight tremble in his body. Wait, maybe it's mine. "You 


have no fucking idea," he whispers as he peers into my eyes. "But not enough to. just don't want you to.!'m.l'm just not the right 


guy... 
| move his hair back out of his eyes. "Stop saying that Izzy. | want you..no one else, just you." | whisper to him. 

He groans a little, "Baby you have no clue how hard you're making shit for me right now. I'm trying o be respectable and shit. | just 
don't want to you make some mistake..not when | can keep you from it. You deserve more than | can ever give you. | mean.l'm good 
enough for this. but afterwards..." 

| can only stroke his cheek and grind my pelvis upward into him. "Please." | softly pant. 

"You have no clue what's good for you honey," he shakes his head with a slight grin. 

"You." | whisper softly in his ear. 


"You make it really difficult to say no..you know that?" He sighs and strokes my lips with his fingertips. 


Then out of the blue, his lips crash on mine with a moan. Oh god, | love kissing him. He's such a good kisser. Not that I'd have anyone 
to compare him to but Nikki. But Izzy just waks up something inside me every time | kiss him. | wish he'd never stop kissing me. 


Izzy's lips trace my jaw, down my neck. His teeth nibbling on my skin. This is driving me crazy and | feel again this hot and pulsing 
sensation between my legs. | bury my hands in his hair and pull him closer, instinctively trying to rock my hips against him. | hear 
him make a noise of discomfort almost every time | do, but he doesn't stop me. Nor is he stopping himself. 

His hands trace down my body and up again, taking my shirt with them. This is actually a really good idea God, is it hot in here? | 
feel like lightning on fire as his hands caresses the skin of my stomach until he stops right beneath my breasts. Why is he 
stopping? | want him to touch me. No, he can't stop again. 

"Don't stop." | plead"Don't stop again like you did in Vegas." 


Izzy looks at me with a Torn look on his face. 


"|. | tried to stay away, do the right thing because I'm not good for you." He says and | can hear the pain in his voice. "But fuck, | 


want you so bad. | feel like | can't breathe without you. | need to have you close." 


He's kissing me again and when his calloused fingers find my bare breasts, | can't hold back the groan in my throat. This is so real. 


So incredible. 
"Izzy... l.. | want you to.. to. uhm.." | pant and he gives me one of those smirks that make my knees wobble. 
"You want me to fuck you, babe?" He asks with a crocked eyebrow. 


Most certainly yes. Yes! Yes! | want him to fuck me. Al want this, | realize. Even if it is bad, even if it is evil, even if this is the 


point of no return. | want it here and now. Forever. | want him. Always. 


For a moment | struggle with myself as his lips move on mine. Should | let him have this power over me? Is this wise? Should | let 


my heart become vulnerable so soon after breaking free of my prison? Im so naieve to what the world has to offer. But when his 


tongue flickers against my lips, all objections fade away. All | know is that | love him and | need him. 


Izzy retracts from my lips just long enough to slide his shirt over his head. His skin feels like it's on fire. | then feel his hands 
gripping at my hips as he kisses me again "You sure?" | hear him ask with butterfly kisses to my throat. 


"Yes," | moan as my hips grind upward into him. 


Then | feel his fingers slowly winding in the elastic on my panties. He gives them a gently tug and starts sliding them down off my 
hips. My heart starts to race all of the sudden A rush of heat spreads through my body like whiskey. | grow paralized. No matter 


how much | try to mentally prepare myself for this, | can't. 


Izzy must sense my apprehension because he stops and looks at me. "We don't have to do this," | hear him skeptically whisper to me 


as he pauses with my panties at my knees. 
"No. want to," | hear myself say. 


And then my panties are completely gone and discarded on the floor. | can feel Izzy shimmy out of his clothes as he lies on top of 
me kissing me. Now there is nothing left but his hot skin pressed to mine. Only a primal sense of wanting is present. Now when he 
lays between my thighs | feel every detail of his manhood resting between us. | suddenly become terrified. | know there's no way 
Izzy can't feel my body quivering. 


This is it. This is the moment I've been so curious about. But l'm afraid. | have no idea what to do or what to expect. I'm afraid I'll 
be a disappointment to him becaue l'm so inexperienced. He's used to girls who know what they're doing. They knew how to touch a 


man with no inhibitions. What did | know? What could | actually offer lzzy? 


"Don't be scared baby," Izzy's mind comes from the darkness drawing me from my fears. He looks at me warmly trying to make me 
feel at ease. "| promise | won't hurt you..And if you don't like it I'll stopno questions asked..okay?" 


"I. know," | choke out and feel his lips on mine again. All the fear and doubt takes a back seat as | get lost in the feeling of his body 
against me. This is it. l'm ready. 


Consent 


Author's Notes: 
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Consent 
Izzy's POV 


She wants me. Wants my dick. Wants me to take her right here right now. l'm too weak to fight her anymore. | can't ignore the tide 
of emotions rushing through me. All | can do is embrace the submissiveness | feel and try to do right by church girl. | want this 
experience to be good for her. | don't w ant her to be so afraid it's all a blur. | don't want her wondering what she got out of it or 
why people even bother. | wanted to fulfill her. | wanted to leave a stain on her permanent memory bank, a welcomed memory she 


will hopefully cherish always. 


"We don't have to do this." | hear myself say again. | wonder where that came from. | want this so bad that If | don't get it | may 


surely die from blueballs. 


I've never been under this much pressure about sex. | hesitate for a second. Fuck, it's not like | don't know what to do. I've just 
never felt this insecure about sex before, but this time | fell like a schoolboy getting it on for the first time. Hell, | wasn't even this 


nervous during my first time. But then, | had never been in a situation like this before. Never even dreamed of it. Normally | 


wouldn't even think about these things twice. Just fuck the chick and return to wherever | left off before we did the deed. 


| wasn't church girls first, which suits me fine. | didn't want to be the one who had to crudely probe around to pop her cherry and 
make her bleed. No, that just couldn't be enjoyable for either of us. | was to be the first she had any memory of though. | wanted 
the memory to be good. | wanted this first to be perfect for her. So buck up Isbell and make her happy. You know you can do this. 


So you can see, l'm stressing the fuck out. On top of all this | curse my weakness. | know I'm not the right guy. But at the same 
time | don't trust anyone but myself to do this. | know I'm going to try my best for her. | just can't trust that someone else would. 
But in the grander scheme of things, | know I'll never be what she needs. But tonight, I'm gonna try. | owe this girl. | had dragged her 
through hell these last days. | owe it to her because | love her. She gives me the will to strive to be better. 


She's shaking beneath me. | know she's nervous. I'm trying all | know to try to relax her. I'm promising her it will be ok. And it will be. 
| do know what I'm doing. | know how to please chicks. But with this one, | know I'm going to have to talk her through it, step by step, 
explaining things. But if it brought her ease, | just didn't mind it. 


God | want her. My hands are finally grasping at those beautiful bare breasts. | can feel the softness and the heat from her skin on 
mine. Finally my hands have no restrictions. My lips no longer segregated to just above her neck. She's mine. Mine to do with as | will 


Finally. | really have to do this. | mean, seriously. If lm not going to get laid soon, | swear my dick will fall off. No kidding here. 


| know I'm not gonna last two minutes, but | have to try. This is gonna to have to go slow. For her. But this is different. She is 
different. And every fucking time when she makes that little moaning sound, | almost bust a rut. 


This shit is so new for me; | have no idea how to handle this. What if | hurt her? What if she doesn't like it? Suck it up Isbell, 
you've got this. You can do this. Just let your heart lead and not your dick. 


"We don't have to do this." | hear myself saying in a tender voice and wonder where that came from. | did need to do this. If | didn't 


cum soon my balls would explode and my dick would cease to function 


"| want this." | hear her say and there's no excuse for me to stop again. Her consent has been verified enough. She wants this, want 


me, and God knows i want her too. | gave her a humble nod in defeat. 


| stroke her cheek as my naked body lies between her thighs. "Just relax baby," | say and kiss her hoping to calm and distract her. 


"tts ok darlin’. | promise." 

My hands lightly caress her velvet skin as | kiss her. Her trembling slowly subsides as she kisses me back. | take in every last detail 
of her. The light flowery smell of her skin The silkiness of her hair. The heat radiating from her flesh. The tiny moans of pleasure 
radiating from her throat. Her hands gripping at my back. The throbbing of my dick, right there where it's about to go. 

"Is it going to hurt?" her shaky voice asks me. 

| smile and shake my head, "Not this time baby. | promise.” 

She nods and pulls me to her for another kiss. 


MJ's POV 


| realize l'm naked. Totally naked | freeze, wondering how that happened and feel the urge to cover myself. But then, in the dimness | 


see Izzy's eyes, filled with desire. 


He sighs, reaching out and running his rough calloused fingers over my throat down my chest. His hands are cupping my breasts 
before they run over my stomach, ending up to rest on my hips. He kneels between my legs, his eyes hovering over my body. 


"You're so beautiful” He mumbles more to himself but | can't help how his words send a shiver down my spine. 


He bends down, tracing light kisses down my belly, dipping his tongue in my navel and swirl it around. As he moves on, tracing his 


kisses lower and lower until he reaches the line of hair between my thighs, | have a suspicion where exactly he's going. 

| tense up automatically and struggle. He can't do this, right? This is not appropriate. | mean.. All my thoughts are literally blown 
away as | feel his breath over my most secret place. The place | hardly ever touched myself. | was brought up to see things like 
that as a mortal sin 

"Shh.." He whispers up to me. | begin to shiver with need. "Relax, baby. Let me do this." 

He spreads my thighs and arches my knees up. ! cry out as his hot tongue finds that spot between my leg, which was already 
painfully longing for his touch. My hips buckle against his face and | hear him chuckle, which sends even more vibrating pleasure 
through my body. | can't stop squirming beneath him. Izzy's hands travel back to my stomach, holding me down as he licks again. 
Slowly. 

"Yes." | hear myself moan 


| don't want him to stop. My hands grab his long dark hair, pulling him closer. | want him closer. | need him closer. 


Izzy continues, licking and sucking. Dipping his tongue in the hollow, my hands holding him against me. | feel fever building inside me 
and though | have no idea what | am asking for, | beg him. 


"Please... yes.. please." | hear my own moans, my voice strangely rough. "Oh god.. oh god." This is by far the closest thing | come to 
praying my whole life. 


His mouth leaves me as he shifts and slips his calloused fingertip inside me, his thumb circling that tiny spot of pleasure. My eyes 
close. My back arches. And | think the whole world explodes as every nerve in my body lights up like a firework. My breath races. 
There is a strong pulsation down there where Izzy has been touching me. His lips continue to trace my stomach. I'm soon left 


shaking and panting. 
Izzy's POV 


"Its ok sugar, that's supposed to happen" | reassure her. "That's what happens when a woman cums." | can't help buy have a smile 


of pride. | did it. i gave her her first orgasm. 
"| did?" she asks in surprise. She had no clue what that explosion was. But | did. I've been around the block a few times. 


| lie on top of her again, stroking her cheek. I'm stalling because l'm petrified. Plus I'm letting this all sink in for her. | don't want to 


seem too eager and just rush into it. 


"Are you ready for me baby?" | barely manage to ask, just as nervous as she is. Simply because I've been torturing myself wanting 


her for far too long. 


Her terrified eyes only look into mine and nod | reach my hand down to my dick and position it. She's tensing so tight. | can feel the 
head of my cock slide between her wet folds. My dick almost cums on the spot. It takes every shred of my will power not to. 


"Its ok," | feel the need to tell her again and give her another kiss. "I love you." 

Then with the gentle thrust of my hips | slide myself as far as she can take me. She's so fucking tight | almost cum on the spot. | 
can't help but groan. It's like dying and going to heaven. It's live saving oney for a year to buy a guitar and finally hold it in my 
hands at long last. It's better than Christmas morning for a child. 


She draws in a breath of surprise under me. "Is itin?" She stammers unable to look me in the eye. 


| nod stroking her cheek and begin to slowly glide in and out of her. God I've longed for this. Is this my good Karma for saving her? 
If its not then it's a very long and overdue moment of happiness. I'd almost forgot this feeling. 


MJ's POV 


| feel Izzy slowly slide inside me with a groan, stretching me and filling my body with his. There is no pain. There is only the slight 
relief to that throbbing place on me down there. It's as if my body has been longing for his, even though | hadn't understood it. 


My mind floods with thoughts. Now | can see why people do this. But | still don't see how it can be considered a sin | feel no sin. | 
feel as connected to Izzy as connected can be. | feel one with him. | feel like a complete puzzle. The love i felt for him before is only 


doubled by this act. 
| feel him moving his hips slow and deep as his lips devour mine and his hands grasp at my breasts tenderly. | hear his breath 
racing out of control, but his body and hands don't follow suit. | don't even know what | should do. | just know | don't want him to 


stop. 


My body stiffens uncontrollably. | feel that weird pressure building up inside me again Groans escape from the depths of me. 


Pleasure like I've never known. 


Izzy's hips grind into me with a grunt. When he looks at my eyes there's a questioning in his. It's like he's watching me for signs of 


asking him to stop. Like he's making sure he isn't hurting me. 
Izzy's POV 


| try to keep my pace slow, but fuck me it's so hard not to lose control as | fight the urge to cum. | can't do that yet. | have too 
much to prove. | have to make this something she will remember always. A perfect untarnished memory of sheer bliss. So | make 


textbook love to her. 
She begins to tense and squirm from beneath me. "Is this ok? Do you want me to stop?" | ask with a throbbing dick. 
"Don't stop," she pants and clings to my back. 


So | continue with hours of restraint, fucking her like a soap opera scene. Touching her with the most tender of touches. Caressing 
her and giving her tingles. Her skin drives me equally wild Kissing her swollen begging lips as if my lips thought they would never get 
the chance again. Smelling the light smell of her beautiful flaming hair. Making love to her oh so patiently with the slowest most 
torturing pace to my dick. 


But fuck me | deserved an Oscar for this performance. | was at my utter best. More in the game than ever before. | was the 
fucking MVP Quarterback. Don Juan didn't have shit on me. Maybe the dope in my system was in perfect porportions. | just never 
even knew | had it in me. Maybe | did all along, but just never gave a fuck enough about a chick to utilize it. But for church girl, I'm 
really digging deep. 


Eventually, hours later, the torture for me becomes too much to take. "Baby, I've gotta cum." | pant, "I can't hold off any longer.” 
And | seriously couldn't. 


When | cum it feels as though my eyes fly out of their sockets. My body retracts like | have muscle atrophy. My eyes clench shut 


and a groan escapes from deep within me. I've never cum so hard in my life. | think for a second | lose my vision 


Afterglow 


Afterglow 


MJ'S POV 


After a few muscle spasms in his body accompanied my groans, his body relaxes to a tremble. When he seems to regain his senses 
a soft cherub like smile graces his lips. He looks into my eyes which are barely parted. They've just witnessed a whole new world 


with Izzy. Izzy seems as if he can see it all when he looks at me in marvel. 


With one last tender kiss to my lips, Izzy rolls on his back and grabs his cigarettes from the nightstand. His free arm pulls me close 
into him. His smoke just dangling from his lips. For a moment we're both silent. Botj still with the exception of his smoking and tracing 
his fingertips in circles over my bare hips. He's still got that tiy little grin on his lips. 


| watch him from the corner of my eyes and drag in his appearance. He is so beautiful. His dark hair is even more messed up than 
it already was before and the huge amount of jewelry he's wearing stands out against his pale skin. Now | know what "sexy as hell" 
means. This, the way Izzy lays here with a sheen of sweat, holding me and smoking, this has to be sexy. It makes me want him to 
make love to me again. 

"W..was | ok?" | meekly ask. 


He smirks, "Usually it's me who asks that.” 


"Yeah, I'm pretty sure you were," | blush, "You have so much more experience than | do. But me.all | basically did way lay there. | 


felt | should have done more." 


He lightly brings my hand to his lips and kisses it tenderly a few times, "Baby you were fine. | love you, thats all that matters to 


me. Itl get easier for you." 

"But can you show me how to..you know..recipricate more." | ask with agulp 

He exhales, "If you're willing to let me darlin’, I'd show you everything there is to know. But slowly. | feel compelled not to rush things 
with you. Let's just tae our time and let things evolve naturally. | promise, itll come to you on your own" 

| nod and silence blankets us once more. | felt so diferent, like a woman. | didn't feel so stupid when it came to sex. | was so glad lzzy 
finally showed me. | hoped he would do it again soon. Nothing compared to the feeling he had just given me. | could make love to him 

constantly. 


"tm sorry about ignoring you in Vegas," | softly say, "I was just so embarrassed and stupid and inexperienced" 


"Don't be baby, it made me realize what you meant to me. All | could think of was how to get you back again. | just knew it was Sixx 


who was doing this stuff with you. It made me puke countless times when | actually though about it. It fucking killed me." 

"Was your overdose my fault?" | question with a lump in my throat. 

"Don't blame yourself fo that one honey. You didn't turn me into a junkie, | did that one all by myself. And when you wee with Sixx.| 
just didn't care about anything but killing the pain. | just kept trying to make it all numb. | didn't want to deal with the agony of losing 


you. So | did what a fucking junkie does." 


"| loved what you were playing in front of Nikki's bedroom in Vegas. When you played the guitar and sang.. | didn't even know you 


sang, you never mentioned it. We were prohibited from listening to music back home. It.. well, | think its my most favorite thing in 
the world" | break the silence and cuddle even closer to him. 


"So, your most favorite thing, huh?" he asks with a grin as he ashes his cigarette. 
| can't hold back a giggle. 
"Now.. uhm.. maybe not my most favorite thing. | reply and blush a little. 


God, the sex had been great. Nothing at all like | had been imagining. Not like the curch had tauht me. Yep, definitive my most 


favorite thing in the whole world. Im sure nothing would ever beat that. 

"So what was that what you were playing?" | dare to ask again 

"Just something you inspired me to" He shrugs and takes a drag of his cigarette. 

"You do this a lot? | mean, sing? You look different then" | say. "I confess | watched you through the peephole often" 
"When | play and sing, | don't feel pressure. I's my peace" He says and puts a feathery kiss on my temple 

"Father Sebastian used to preach that the devil could speak to us through the lyrics" 

"| guess that just happens if your name is Nikki Sixx" Izzy chuckles. 

Izzy's Pov 


I've never felt this relaxed. I'm not even riping about getting high. | feel high already. High on my church girl and the throws of the 


best sex of my entire life. | never know it could be like this. All i feel is a contentment of love. One i pray never fades. 


That night she sleeps in my arms and i can't help feeling like the luckiest fucker alive. | can't even measue the withdrawal | know has 
to be lurking just around the corner. It can fucking wait until morning at least. I'm not eaving her, not when | just got her here. For 


once | love something more than fucking smack. Yet, by morning, | know my views will be slightly skewed. 


Un-House Broken 


Un-house Broken 
Izzy POV 


Like every other day in my existance, | wake up to that old familiar and unwelcomed feeling. It starts first in my stomach then soon 
spreads to my bones, joints, and muscles. Life has come calling again for that morning fix. It's a vicious never ending cycle. No 


matter how magical last night had been with church girl, | still awake to my own personal hell. 
My beautiful angel was lying across my chest. The red hair rippled in waves across me. | could feel her warm breath as she 
exhaled. God she felt so fucking good in my arms. How she had fully given herself to me. Begged me to take her. A smile crosses my 


lips remembering how wonderful last night had been. | was so fucking nervous, but | stll managed to get her to cum for the first 


time. No way would she ever forget me. Yeah, | felt pretty damn good about myself today. 

But a little cringe under my skin reminds me of the truth. I'm a strung out junkie in need of a fucking fix. | need it more than my 
vanity. | need more than naked church girl in my arms. Need it more than the very air | breath. It is my one and only desire in this 
feindish moment | find myself locked in. | need it. Period. 

| slowly slide out from under my girl. She of course stirs and asks where l'm going. 


"Gotta do my thing," | say as | kiss her forehead. 


She relinquishes me from her arms. | sit at the edge of the bed in search of where my clothes might have ended up. Or even my 


bags. Seriously, where's my shit? 

"Mmmmm," by beautiful red head stretches with a smile. "Try looking in the closet.” 

"Nikki's fucking closet?" | smirk. 

She nods. "He bought you a few things in Vegas. Said he didn't want people to think he was a squatter in his house." 


| smirk and shake my head and cross naked to the closet. Church girl eyes me in delight as she blushes. "No need for shyness now 


darlin." 
| open the closet and see bags of clothes hanging with a note. 


Stradlin, 
Look the part with style. 


Sixx 


And Ironically enough, they were just my style only labels | could never afford. The pants were genuine leather. Jesus this shit with 
Sixx is getting creepy. But | get dressed. | give the naked beauty in the bed one hel of a kiss and promise to be back soon. She tells 


me to be carefull. 


Yeah, | fucking know what you're thinking, that | just OD'd a couple of days ago. But thats how this shit works. Withdrawals are 
showing and it won't be getting any prettier in the next hours. So a junkie's got to do what a junkie's got to do, right? Go fucking 
score. The Ferriswheel of my fucking life. The bane of my existance. 


But when the junkie shuffle is through, I'll score. Then all will be great and I'll go back here to Nikki's. And tonight I'm not going home 


to nothing. Tonight, I've got church girl and now she's mine and mine alone. 


| make my way downstairs, looking for the guys. | need a fucking fix and | have to find out where Slash left the number of that guy 
Nikki hooked us up with. As | reach the base of the stairs | see a fucking pile of puke. | jump over it. The banisters of the stairs 


have cut rope tied to them. Music is blaring from somewhere. 


| walk further and glance into the living room. It looks as if everyone has depleted the liquor supply in Sixx's house. Empty bottles 
and beer cans are every fucking where. There's a grey stain on the white carpet that | assume is where an ashtray fell over. 
There's chick's clothes draped over the furniture. Pizza boxes litter the floor. Traces of white powdery residue are on the glass 


coffee table. The TV projector is playing a porno. What the hell? Where is everybody? 


After searching at least ten to twenty rooms downstairs, each and every one of them obliterated and fucked up | finally find the 
guys by following the booming loud music to a room that looks more like a strip bar than a Den, which i assume it's supposed to be 
room. There is a filled bar on the left, and some stripper poles on the right. Seriously, what is it with that guy and those stripper 
poles? There's a lot of purple velvet draped all over the room. The windows are completely blacked out. Black lights and blue neon line 


the room. A strobe light flashes, which is hell on this headache | have coming on. 


Damn, if you thought Nikki's bedroom was crazy you haven't been in here, yet. It has a projection screen also, and like in the living 
room is playing porn The furniture is made for fucking and getting your dick sucked. A glass table sits in the middle strewn with 
white powder, straws, razor blades, and glass pipes. The black carpet shows some has made it to the floor. 


There's a party going on in here and | recognize some of the girls making full use of those poles. This isn't going to end well. Not 
only that Nikki made very clear that the guys weren't invited to his home, now we've got half of the sunset strip partying at his 
mansion. It was totally fucking flipped upside down. Thank god | don't give a shit what Nikki wants. I've got more important things to 
do than worry about Nikki fucking Sixx's place. 


| walk to the bar and grab a beer from the fridge. Budweiser not cheap bullshit. Shit. | could definitely get used to this. Leaning my 
back against the bar, sipping my beer, | just take in the whole vibe of the room. | watch Slash licking some chick's boobs. | think | 
know that chick. That's the stripper girl he'd been tipping a lot down on sunset. How in hell did they manage to get a bunch of real 
strippers in here? Probably used the fact that we're crashing at Nikki's. 


Steven is trying to pole dance with one of the strippers. His sweaty hairy chest is so fucking gross. If a chick tries to use the pole 


after him she'll bust her fucking ass. But he seems to be having one hell of a coked out blast, so more power to him. 


Axl is lounged back in one of those big pluse fuck chairs with a girl in each ear. One's a blonde whose hair glows yellow under the 
blacklights. The other has black hair. He's obviously drunk. He hasn't even noticed me in the room. This is probably a blessing. Axl 
didn't usually say much to me these days without bitching. 


Duff is drinking his vodka while some chick bows on her knees between his spread thighs. He gives me a big smile and tips his beer 
bottle at me. "Finally joining the land of the living 122?" 


"Hey Iz." Slash calls to me. "Did you see? Stripper poles everywhere. You can keep the freak's bedroom." And then he goes on 


feeding the chick blow and whiskey. "They're about to take us all out where they work" 

l'm still debating with myself if | go back up to my girl or get out and try to score. It looked like my effort won't be expent too 
much. this looks like a place where there may be heroin Nikki's a junkie, there's no telling what he may have stashed. Considering the 
condition of his house, | could only assume the guys had already found whatever there was to find. 


A chick slips next to me. "Hey Izzy." The stripper chick says sweetly and clings onto me. "I was waiting for you, you know? Wanna 


have some fun? Do some blow?" 


| now this chick. She seems vey famaliar. Her knowing my name don't means shit, a lot of people knew me. | think | might have fucked 


her once. Maybe twice, but who the fuck keeps track of those sluts anyway? But her offer doesn't intrigue me in the least. 
"Nah, thanks sweetheart." | say plainly and keep sipping my beer. 


Of course she doesn't get the hint. These kinds of girls are really bold and seldome take no for an answer. So she keeps on, stroking 


me, whispering in my ear. And just in that very moment, my girl decides to show up. Naturally. 

She's dressed in my shirt, her fiery red hair falling in messy curls down to her hips. Her lips are still swollen from my kisses and 
her cheeks have a light pink color. She looks fucking beautiful and for a second | can't breathe. lforget about all the debauchery in 
the room, The naked chicks everywhere, the stripper in my ear, all of it: 

She frowns at the sight of all those naked women in here and looks at me. | feel slightly embarrassed. But this is my cray life as l'm 
sure she's already noticed. | give her a shrug and keep sipping my beer. Hey, I'm a musician after all. She needs to get used to this 


shit. 


When she steps to my side, | wrap my arm around her tiny figure and pull her close. My eyes light up with love. She's all | can 


focus on now. 
"Wow, Izzy. | see you're really slumming these days.like majorly The stripper chick says, her eyes scanning my girl with despite. 


What the fuck? | don't even remember that chick's name and she's acting like we used to fucking date or something. She's othing to 
me but another warm spot | probably stuck my dick 


She turns a sneer to my church girl. "Don't get any expectations, honey.." She goes on to my girl. "He's a total whore. He'll fuck you 


and all your friends, then he's gone before you even can get your panties back on" 
"Maybe with a girl like you," My girl snorts and runs her hand down my chest. 


This pisses the stipper enough to move on. | look to church girl in my arms. 


"You're shaking," she says. 

"| know, | gotta go out and score," inform her shamefully 

"I wanna go," Slash pipes up from his boob buffet. 

"Then move it fucker. You still got that number i gave you from Nikki?" 

"Yeah," he nods jumpping up. 

"You two better stay out of shit" Axl cuts his eyes at me, “and leave the door unlocked, we'll be back later than you and Slash,” 


| nod at him and then | give church girl one last kiss. "I promise I'm not going to leave. I'll be back before you know it” 


Stalkers 


Stalkers 


MJ POV 


The house is very quiet with the boys away. | sneak through every room, trying to kill some time. They have completely trashed 
Nikki's beautiful mansion. Nikki was going to have a fit if he came home and saw his place looking like this. | hope the guys had some 


serious plans on cleaning. 


The guys are all out. Axl, Duff, and Stevie went somewhere called the cat house. Izzy told me he and Slash were going to score. 
Whatever that means. Don't get me wrong, | may have been raised in a cult and | may be clueless sometimes, but I'm not stupid. | 


know that they're buying drugs. 


| just wonder if this is dangerous. Izzy has nearly died twice. Both times it was in some way the drugs fault. | can't help but be 
curious about how long he has been doing them. | wonder what he may have been like before them. The night of his overdose was 


the first time | could really tell he was even on drugs. 


| have a strange feeling in my gut, feeling nervous. Izzy said I'd be safe in Nikki's house but | don't feel safe without the guys 
around me. Without Izzy. Izzy told me to stay in the house and not to open the door under any circumstances. The house has a 
security system but Slash deactivated it by entering the wrong code three times. Izzy had the correct code but was unable to 
reset it. | guess we need to wait for Nikki to fix that again. 


He said he's more afraid of Nikki's so called buddies to show up than my family. He doesn't think they are looking for me. But | know 
better. My father will do anything to get me back. He has promised me to that old man and he's holding on to this. A cold shiver 


runs down my spine when | think about it. The wedding... This seems ages ago already. 


| try to relax and step out of the house into the backyard. There's a pool there. Of course there is. Nikki's seems to be so wealthy, 
how could this house not have a pool? | think | also see a hot tub. It's warm outside and | sit down in a chair, enjoying the California 


sun. 


| wonder where things will go from here? I'm unemployed, uneducated and homeless. But for the first time in my life | feel happy. 
Being with Izzy, knowing he loves me, fills me with a happiness that doesn't make me worry about anything else. | know he thinks 


he's not good enough for anyone but | trust him. He's going to take care of me. 


A smile crosses my lips as | think of the way Izzy had made love to me. With nothing to compare it to | can only assume it was 
textbook. Izzy made amazing things happen to my body. He somehow managed to kill that burning throb between my thighs. | can't 
help but blush when | think of him inside me. Bless me father, | have sinned, and | can't wait to do it again Izzy was so gentle with 


me. He made me feel so at ease. He asked my consent before doing anything. 


| lay there a while, when a noise snaps me out of my thoughts. Someone is trying to come through the back gate. Time stops. The 
only thing | hear is the metal sound of someone lifting the gate latch. It is closed, right? All | can think of is: Oh my god, they've 


found me. 
In a second, | jump up and dart back to the house, slamming the door behind me. With shaking hands | turn the key. | have no way to 
each Izzy or the guys. | have to call the police! The only chance | have is to call the police for help. So | fanatically run through the 


house and search for a phone. Dialing 4-I- with my trembling fingers, | wait for them to answer. 


"q-l-l. What's your emergency?" The voice on the other side asks and | freeze for a second. 


What exactly is my emergency? I'm about to get kidnapped? Are they going to believe me? Nobody would believe me if my father 
would take me away. | mean, he's my father! | slam the handle down in panic. No, they will take me back to him. | better take the 


chance to fight or run 


| sprint in front of the house. My breath coming faster and faster and the room is almost spinning. Touching the handle of the door, 
| hesitate. Whoever was trying get in through the garden, he might not be alone. My father would definitely bring my brother. 


| step back and peak through the blindfolds to see if somebody's out there. That very moment the doorbell rings and | almost get a 
heart attack. | jump and let out a squeak. Just relax Mary Josephine; | try to calm myself down. They wouldn't ring the doorbell, 
would they? | peak through the blindfolds and see two men in police uniform. | let out a sigh of relieve. Thank god, it's the police. 9-l- 
| must have sent them over to check on me. 

| rip open the door and the world stops spinning as | recognize the faces in front of me: My father and my husband-to-be! | saw 
everything in that moment: His balding head with that wispy white hair, the spots of age beginning to show on his skin, his crinkled 


face.. No! No way I'm going to marry that old man. 


With all strengths I've left, | stumble backwards and try to shut the door but the two men are already at the door. The cops 


appear to be on their side helping them. They've come to take me home. To take me away from Izzy. 
"Its time to come home little lamb." My father hisses coldly. 
"No, l'm not going anywhere with you," | bark at him. 


| feel my father eyeing my clothes Nikki bought me. "You look like rock star trash. They showed me pictures of this devil of yours, 


Nikki Sixx. He has you under an evil spell. He's bestowed all these spoils on you. It's all a trick, just to get what he wants from you." 


Nikki? They must have thought | was with him since this was his house. How in the world had they found me? How did you fund 


me?" | qu estion. 


"The LA times did this article, you were in it with a bunch of long haired filthy rock stars," My husband to be says with disdain. 
"Did you give yourself to them?" 


"Just return to your family Miss," A cop instructs me. "They've been worried sick about you." 


"This has gone on long enough Mary Josephine, we must purge this demon from your soul” my father says and reaches for my 


hand with an iron grip. 

"|| need to get my things." | stutter trying to delay in the hope that the guys would soon return and rescue me. 
"You have no need for the devil's clothes,” My brother almost snarls looking me up and down. 

| quickly jerk my hand away. "Just give me a second. l'll come with you," | say in defeat. 


| scurry into the bedroom Izzy and | had been using. He has a pizza box sitting next to the bed with lyrics written on the back. | 
grab a pen and scratch the letters over and over into the box boldly. 


"THEY FOUND ME" 


| can only pray Izzy can save me before it's too late. | know my fate is to return home and marry this disgusting old man. | cringe 


when | think of how he expects to do me what Izzy did. But | didn't want his nasty hands to touch me like that. | would rather it be 
Nikki, or any of the other guys, just not this ugly old bald man 


Never As Planned 


Not As Planned 


Izzy POV 


Slash and | lounge at our favorite spot down on Sunset Blvd, waiting for that dealer Sixx hooked us up with. Don't get me wrong, | like 
being around here and I'm used to hanging around but this time | can't get back to the mansion fast enough. Back to my church girl. 


| hate leaving her for a second. | don't trust anyone around her. 


I'm fucking pissed | had to leave her alone because of that motherfucking dealer. What a fucking douche. But then Nikki seemed like 
the fucking kind of guy who could out douche anyone. Anyway, the asshole dealer refused to make a home delivery because 


apparently we are all over the news. 


Someone found out we are staying at Nikki's place and that a hell of a party was going on there. | can only assume this to be true 
considering the condition of Sixx's fucking house. I'm an expert of sorts at assessing damages..so let's just say my fucking soul, my 
balls, my life, everything | have is pretty much under the ownership of Nikki Sixx. Not a good place to be Isbell. But I'm still floating 


from some pretty memorable sex so | ain't even trippin’ yet. That will come later when | have to face Sixx again. 


| can't help letting out a snort. I'm really amazed that anyone from the press would even give a shit about us. Okay, we might hang 
with Motley Crüe but we're still unsigned and not really famous. Hence explaining why the fuck we hang out with Motley Crue in the 


first goddamn place. | guess, as Karma would have it, Slash is the reason why | owe Nikki Sixx my entire fucking existence. 


He met Nikki back when Nikki was still in London, the band he was in before Motley Crue. Even back then Nikki was a fucking star, on 
Sunset anyway. He could totally sell out the fucking Stardust on a Saturday night. Everybody knew Nikki and wanted to hanng out 
with him. So underage Slash and Stevie wait around until after a show and go all stalker on his ass. But by some freak of nature, 


Slash and Nikki hit it off. Now again, Slash is all on his dick because he thinks it'll get us signed. 


Who the fuck knows if anybody will ever show up to sign us anyway. We are fucking troublemakers. Can we top Motley fucking 
Crue.probably not. But thanks to Nikki fucking Sixx every record company in the world knows not to sign anything remotely close to 
Crue. | suppose we are remotely close, therefore we are dead in the water anyway. We're just a band full of junkies and unreliable 
jerks. Seriously. Talent aside, | wouldn't even sign us! I'm fucking sure we would blow our advance payment in just one night for dope 


and booze. 


| shuffle back closer to a wall, hiding in the shadow. I'm still a little careful lurking through the streets. Not long ago there was a 
bounty on my fucking head. But Sixx took care of it, right? | fucking hope so. | mean | don't trust him.but the bastard did save my 
wretched life. Otherwise Slash is going to have to drag me back to that weird Obi Wan guy in Chinatown to let him stitch me up 
again. Maybe get my fucking fortune told some more. Why not throw a total mind fuck on me, right? 


Slash is leaning beside me, chain smoking. Yeah, it's time we get a fucking fix. Where the fuck is that dealer? l'm slowly losing 
patience here. People are starting to look at us. We aren't exactly the kinds of guys who look like every other guy. We draw stares 
just from having long hair. Imagine what leather and chains and shit does. | usually don't stick around anywhere for long. It's just 
easier to avoid fights and shit if | just keep moving. Geez, where the fuck is this damn guy? This better not be one of Nikki's fucking 


pranks. 


"You Stradlin?" a voice startles me from behind. What the fuck? Where does that guy even come from? Better yet, why didn't Slash 
notice anything? Way to have my fucking back there bro! 


| turn to look at the guy and can barely hold a snicker. Yeah, that surely is the dealer of the fucking rockstars. He must be 


somewhere on top of the drug supply chain. I've been dealing for a while now and | have never met guys like him. They usually don't 


do the dirty work. They leave that to the stupid fucks like me. 

That guy looks like he just jumped out of the fucking Scarface movie. Dressing like Al Pacino with silk shirt, a fucking suit and shiny 
shoes. Fucking Gold and Armani. His shades alone probably cost more than my entire shitty wardrobe. Hell, does he want to get killed 
around here? | wonder how in hell a guy like that even dares to get out on these streets, when | notice the car. Sure. Guys like him 
don't show up without backup. | probably have a fucking gun pointed at my head right now. 

"Yeah, " | say, flipping my cigarette out on the street. "You Ray?" 

He doesn't care to answer. Arrogant jerk. Typical of Nikki's ilk. 

"Five grand for your shit. A hundred for every fucking minute you're keeping me from taking care of the important stuff" He says 
annoyed and | wonder how |-don't-give-a-shit Nikki gets along with that douche. I'm pretty sure | have an idea. Nikki probably beat 
his fucking ass the first time he met him. Now this guy is probably actually scared of Nikki. Believe me, Nikki takes no fucking shit 


off anyone. 


Wait, did he just say five grand? | frown. "Woah, man. Nikki said you'd provide us with the shit. No fucking word about paying for it” 
| shake my head. This is nuts. 


"Just put it on Nikki's tab, man" Slash slurs behind me. "He's a friend." 

This is fucking ridiculous. If | was going to pay for that shit, | wouldn't care to buy from this guy and pay way more than street 
price. That Ray guy frowns at Slash and | get a very bad feeling in my gut. Messing with him might not a good idea. Before | can 
say anything else he shoves a piece in my face. Fuck me! Here we go again. | bet I'll be back in Chinatown before dawn. 


| slowly raise my hands and hope Slash is doing the same. Please god don't let Slash's Karma fuck me today! 


"Are you fucking insane, you punk? Wasting my time like this? You owe me at least four hundred for this." He hisses. | mentally say 
goodbye to my girl. No fucking way l'm going to survive this shit. 


But then he puts back up the gun and gives me a wicked smile. "Tell Sixx to never send me fucking punks like you again You want 


dope, you fucking pay for it!" Within a second he turns on his shiny heels and walks away, driving off in that fancy car. 
"What the fuck was that?" Slash asks with a gaping jaw but | can't give him more than a shrug. 


Luckily | got over this encounter without getting a hole in my body. Anyhow l'm pretty sure this puts us back at the drawing board. 
Step one, procure cash. Step two, cop dope. Step three, fet high. Step four, repeat. 


Family 


Family 
MJ POV 


When my brother and my father found me at college | was broken. | had been warned of the world. | didn't listen. | had thought | 
could take care of myself. Was | ever proven wrong. So when they came to get me | surrendered without a second thought because 
| was convinced god had punished me somehow for disobeying. We were supposed to walk the path our fathers chose for us. Get 
married, obey our husbands, be a good wife and get a lot of children that will follow the same suit. 


This was the life | knew. The way life should go on. So little did | know about the real life out there. | didn't know about making own 
decisions, running away with strange men, having sex, getting orgasms or falling in love. | didn't know that freedom existed. So | didn't 


care to fight them when they came. | accepted my fate. | wasn't happy about that but | tried At least for a while. 


This time it's different. | have hope. | have tasted the wicked pleasures there are to be had. | know now exactly why this old man 
wants to marry me. He only wants to marry me so he can be inside of me like Izzy was. No. Izzy will find me and save me. | am 


sure of it. He wouldn't just let them take me and not even look for me. He said he loved me. 


So, this time I'm not afraid when | sit in front of my father and my brother, them looking at me like | killed someone. For me their 
opinions have ceased to matter. There is nothing they can say or do to ever make me choose this life over the one Izzy was 
introducing me to. Izzy says his world is so bad, but | just don't see it. All | can see here is an old fat hairy man, thrusting and 
sweating all over me. The thought turns my stomach. | want none but Izzy. | will have none but Izzy. His world is the only one | wish 


to know. 

"You disappointed us again Mary Josephine." My father starts talking with that deep stern voice of his. 

| can't help but feel sorry. Don't get me wrong, | don't regret a single second of the last days. But I'm sorry for disappointing them. 
For disgracing my family and putting my father into this situation. That still doesn't mean I'm willing to get married to that old fuck! 
| immediately cover my mouth and try to hold back the chuckle. It seems that Izzy's language had rubbed off on me a bit. 

"What's so damn funny about this, Mary?" My brother cries out. "This is already the second time you ran away and come back 
home..damaged. You're a whore and | don't even get why father would still try to marry you out to someone. No one wants you 


now!" 


"John." my father says and tries to calm him down. "Its not our place to judge. God will judge her when her time comes. Jacob still 


wants to marry her and so we won't talk about what happened during the last days." 

| can't hold back a snort. Sure that old man wants to marry me. His last wife is nearly fifty. | think I'm even younger than his oldest 
child. Meeting Nikki taught me how a mans eyes prowl your body with lust. And Izzy had for sure shown me the difference between 
love and lust. | know what that old guy wants. 


A chill runs down my spine. Over my dead body, this man will never touch me. "I will not marry him." | say. "You can't make me. 


There're laws, you know?" 
"The only law is Gods law!" My father snaps. 


"She just want's to go whore herself to her rock star boyfriend, Nikki" My brother adds on top of it. 


| feel my blood boiling. "Nikki isn't even my fucking boyfriend! And who | do or don't ‘whore’ myself out to is none of your business!!!" 
SMACK 


| cup my hand over my cheek where my brother has slapped me. "My boyfriend.my boyfriend is the guy who put a gun in your 
face at the Shiprock Inn!" 


"So you were there?" | hear my father asking 
| glare at him. "Yes" 

"Ard you.gave youself to him?" He then asks me sounding appauled 
Yes’ 

SMACK 


This time the hand across my face belongs to my father. It's harder. | fall to the floor with tears coming to my eyes. lzzy where 


are you? "He's going to come and find me." | whimper. 

"If he shows up here he's a dead man!" My brother spits at me with a hiss. 
"He'll come." | say firmly as | lift myself from the floor. 

"By the time he comes you'll be married to Jacob," My father states. 


"Yeah, and I'll make sure he gets a gun in his face!" | hear my brother going on. "Then we'll take him out to the barn and cut his 
balls off like a goatlll" 


| can only stare at them crying. 


MIA 


MIA. 

Izzy's POV 

If you'd asked me what would be the worst thing that possibly could happen to me, not even a week ago | would've told you it was 
either losing my only guitar or going through withdrawal. Being a junkie, these two things were the only things that were anywhere 
near important to me. The music and the dope was all | had had for so long. 

Now, things have changed. | think | have changed. | didn't know it could be possible but | care more about my church girl than | care 
about myself. So, even with the symptoms of withdrawals showing, | can only think about my girl. It's not eving really pissing me off 
that | didn't score. Fuck it. | had to get back to my girl. 

| can't help sharing a thought about that karma thing, too. What I've learned about karma is that it just fucks you in the ass 
sometimes. The moment you're actually happy, fucking karma makes sure you won't be happy too long. And it makes sure you never 
fucking see it coming either. Like they say, Karma really is a fucking bitch. 

So, I'm fucking sure that's why | find myself kneeling on the floor of Sixx's bedroom, holding that empty pizza box in my shaking 
hands. | can only stare blankly as it feels like an elephant steps on my chest. "THEY FOUND ME," is written on top of it, right 
beneath the lyrics of the song | wrote for my church girl. 

She's gone. She's fucking gone! I'm close to panicking. How in fucking hell could I've been that blind? So fucking ignorant to think that 
her family might not be looking for her? | try to swallow the bile that's rising in my throat, but | fail. Rushing to the bathroom | 
empty my stomach into the toilet. Not that there was much in there anyway. | feel like shit. 

My girl got kidnapped by her crazy ass family to be married to some old perv and | have nothing better to do than try to get high. 
That thought lets me dry heave again You're a fucking loser Isbell. This is all on you! If you wouldn't have been out trying to fucking 


score ou could have protected her you fucking idiot! Fuck! | need help. 


"izz?" | hear Axl's voice in the room. "Izz." he pokes his head in the bathroom where l'm still hovering over the toilet. | hear him 


sighing. "Look 'm sorry Izz.! should have stayed here with her instead of going out" 
What's this? An apology from Axl Rose? | swallow and look up at him. "I've gotta fucking find her" 

"And how, pray tell, do you plan to do that?" Axl asks. 

"Go to fucking New Mexico and get her," | shrug, 

Axl crosses his arms. "Ok, in theory, lets say that's a great idea.but how the fuck are you going to get to fucking New Mexico?" 
"A fucking bus, a car, | don't fucking know!" | snap and flush the toilet. 

"Ah ha, and how does your plan work with no money?" 

My eyes snap up at him. Fuck, he's right. "Where the fuck is Crue tonight?" | quickly ask 


"How the fuck should | know," he shrugs. 


| growl and pace the room. Think Isbell. Nikki fucking told you where he would be for the next five shows..where the fuck were they? 
"San Jose," | hear a voice from the door. It's Slash. "I talked to Nikki yesterday," 

| love Slash so much right now | could kiss him. "Where are they playing?" | ask him. 

"tll do you one better man, I've got the number to his hotel room." 


He walks over to the phone and picks it up and starts to dial. He hands me the reciever and | pull it to my ear to hear it ringing. It 


seems as if there is an eternity between the rings. It keeps ringing with no answer. Fuck Sixx, answer the goddamn phone! Please! 
"What?" Nikki picks up the phone with a snap. 

"Sixx?" | say and hear a rumbling sound on the other end of the line. 

"Fuck you, motherfucker! Go the fuck away! | have a gun, you hear me?" | hear Nikki yell to someone. 


What the hell is going on there? Is he in trouble or fucking around with Tommy? And why does that crazy fucker have a gun? Who 
the fuck would give Nikki a goddamn gun? 


"Sixx?! | try again. No reply comes from the other side. "NIKKI?" | yell into the phone. Rumbling again, then | hear panting. 
"Stradlin?" Nikki finally answers and | let out a small sigh. 


"Yeah... listen, |." 


"| don't have time for your shit, Stradlin They've found me, man" Nikki cuts me off, whispering like there's some weird conspiracy 


going on. What the fuck? Is he stoned or something? 
"What? Who found you, dude?" | ask, wondering if those crazy church freaks also tried to break into the hotel in San Jose. 
"The Mexicans... they found me, man!" Nikki whispers again. 


| roll my eyes. It's official, that motherfucker is crazy. | don't have fucking time for this shit, | need help to find my girl. "What are 


you even talking about, dude? Fuck your paranoid shit, I've got some real problems here, Nikkil" | yell at him furiously. 
"Problems?" Nikki asks and for a second | think he might be getting me eventually. 

"| fucked up Sixx. They've got my girl" | gasp on the verge of tears. 

"Who? The fucking Mexicans?" Nikki whispers. 


Ok. Stop being the freaked out boyfriend and think like a junkie Isbell. Sixx sounds like he's been shooting up coke, or frying on acid. l'm 
gonna go with coke. "Yes," | quickly say, "The Wetback mothefuckers came and got her and carried her to New Mexico!" 


"What the fuck." | hear Nikki hiss. Then I'm pretty sure | hear him cocking the gun he apparently really does have. 


"Nikki you gotta hurry! We have to go get her before they take her down to Mexico! You have to steal the Motley Jet man! You 
gotta come get me and we gotta go get her!" 


"Man they have me surrounded," | hear him whispering in a pant, "| can't get the fuck out 


"You have a gun.blast your way.." Before | can get the words out | hear him firing the goddamn gun. | freeze and all is silent for a 


moment. 
"| think | got him!" | hear Nikki excitedly saying. Then he laugh like a mad man. 


"Come get me! Fucking hurry!" | blurt out. 


"tm on it," | hear him say and then the phone goes dead. Now | just have to wait around and see | guess. God | hope some of that 
registered in his brain | also hope the drug levels remain the same. I'd hate him to be halfway here, come down, realize he's fucking 


cray and go back to fucking San Jose. Come on Sixx. 


The Strangely Odd Plight OF Nikki Sox 


Author's Notes: 
Happy Thanksgiving. 


The Strangely Odd Plight OF Nikki Sixx 

Nikki's POV 

| hang up the phone wondering who was just on the line in the first place. The smoking barrel of my gun is in my right hand. The 
smell of gun powder fills my nose. | strain my ears to listen in the darkness. | fucking shot that Mexican fuck.didn't 1? Where's his 
fucking death gurgle? Did | fucking hit him? | drop to my stomach in case the fuck has me in his sights. | slither across the carpet 
as | listen for that bastard. Though | don't hear a thing. 


| reach the door and pull myself up. | listen closely. Listening for those sneaking fucking Mexicans that could simply vaporize and re- 


materialize. | know they're around here still. 


"Hola Amigo," | hear the voice behind me. Shit. | spin around and press my back to the door with a gasp. Where the fuck did my gun 
go? 


"Shodlll You open this goddamn door right fucking nowll!" Wait. Is that our fearless manager Doc? 
"Hey Gringo." 

| gasp. Where the fuck is that motherfucker? 

"Nikki! Man please don't tell me you fucking shot yourselfll | hear Tommy pounding on my door. "PLEASE DUDE! OPEN UPI" 

| pant as | try to listen for that Mexican fuck. He's in here somewhere. Hts too dark, | can't fucking see. But if | turn on the lights 
then he will see me. Fuck Where did | lose the fucking gun? Shit | bet that fucker found it, Shit is this the same fuck? Were there 


more than one that slipped under my fucking door? What the fuck do they fucking want from me? Fuck | need to be in my house, in 
my closet. It's the only place | feel fucking safe. 


| fiddle with the locks and turn the knob. | bolt from the dark into the bright hallway. | think I'm screaming. Fuck | gotta get out of 


here. 


"Nikki man wait!!!" | hear Tommy calling out to me. Fuck T-Bone, run marl 


| take the stairs because they're probably thinking I'll take the elevator and are waiting in the shaft to come through the roof and 
get me. | run from the hotel and out into the street. | almost get clipped by a car that swerves to miss me. 


| see a Silver limo parked at the curb across the street. | weave through the intersection to get to it as cars pass me honking. | 


quickly open the door and slide in and lock the doors. 


"Sir?" Says the chauffeur. 


"Airport! | yell 


"But sir..this limo belongs to." 


"Fuck them! | have cashll" | quickly shove my hand in my pocket and pull my wallet out. | pull out everything | have and throw it into 
the front seat. Then | hear fists pounding on the fucking windows. | can't see outside, but I'm sure that's a fucking Mexican knock. 
"Fucking go!" | scream at the driver. The limo skids off and the knocking stops. 


My chest is pounding. Liquor. | quickly check the consoles for booze. Nothing. Where's all the fucking booze? Smack. | need smack. 


There's some in my closet. Yeah. | just have to go home. 


When | get to the airport the limo drops me off on the tarmac by the Motley jet. | find our pilot and tell him to take me to LA. 


"Where's everyone else?" He questions. 


"It's just me." 


"But we're not prepared for take off. We haven't re-stocked supplies." He explains. 


"Supplies? Like toilet paper, peanuts and shit?! Does this motherfucker have gas in it?!" | yell. 


"Well..yes, but.” 


"Fuck supplies! Get this fucker in the air right goddamn now!" 


"Yes sir," he sighs and walks away. 


| guess about half an hour later | start to feel more relaxed. Now the whole conspiracy of Mexican's being after me seems a little 
far fetched. | can see | fell victim to a little mild case of cocaine induced psychosis. | can't help but laugh because I've high jacked 
the bands plane. | bet those motherfuckers are going nuts looking for me. But my fucking skin is crawling for a fix. Knowing dope 


awaits me soon has my mouth watering for it. | need a drink. 


"Hey, bring me some Jack," | tell the stewardess. 


"hm sorry we are all out of Jack sir." She answers. 


What kind of cruel blasphemy is this? "Then bring me whatever you have." 


"There is nothing sir..we took off without loading the supplies." 


| smirk and shake my head. "How long till we reach LA?" 


"We should be descending any moment." 


When the plane lands another limo takes me to my house. This limo has some fucking booze at least. So | drink non stop to my 
house. l'm pretty fucking lit when the limo pulls into the driveway. The limo door opens and I'm greeted by Stradlin sweating all over 
the place and shouting about how we had to go. 


"You look like shit man," | say wiping his sweat off my arm. 


"We have to go get my girl Sixx! They took her home! They're gonna make her marry some old fucking guy with shitloads of other 


wives!" 


"Kinky," | smirk and start for my front door. Just knowing my sweet stash waits for me puts a pep in my step. Stradlin carries on 


with this shaky voice but | don't hear a goddamn word of it. 


"We have to gol" Izzy screams at me. 


"Yeah sure, just let me take care of a few things," | shrug him off and walk up the walkway. 


| open my front door and the fucking knob comes off in my hand. | turn to Izzy, "What the fuck did you do to my fucking door?" 


"L.I don't know what happened," he stammers following me with wide eyes, all pale, sweaty, and sniffling. 


| push it open and go inside. | freeze. In my living room is every goddamn member of Guns N' fucking Roses. There's half naked 
chicks. Dudes i don't even fucking know. The music is blaring. They're drinking my booze! There's fucking cigarette butts all over my 
Persian fucking rug! My window behind the fucking TV is broken! 


| feel my blood boiling. | spin and am face to face with Stradlin and his pathetic pleading eyes. "What in the FUCK did you do to my 


fucking house?!" 


"There's no time! Please Nikki, fucking help me!" 


"Help you what? Clean my fucking house? Cuz that's what the fuck you and your fucking friends are about to do right fucking now!" 


"They willl" he shouts, "We have to fucking go!!!" 


"Go fucking where?!" | snap out of exasperation 


"Shiprock, New Mexico!" 


"Why the fuck would we go to New Mexico?" | shrug. 


Izzy growls and grabs my arms firmly, "To get my goddamn girl back you stupid fuck!!!" 


| jerk away from him, "Why the fuck do | care again?" 


"Because she's a fucking innocent girl and they're making her marry that guy!" | swear | see tears in Stradlin's eyes. 


| huff and turn for my bedroom. 


"Karma" | hear his voice say. 


| stop and turn to look at him over my shoulder. "What the fuck did you say?" | ask. 


"| said Karma.you have to do some good shit to save yourself.am | right?" He pants. 


My eyebrow twitches as | stare at him. 


"What did he really tell you Sixx.the old Asian guy in Chinatown?" Izzy asks me as he stares at me curiously. "You turn white as a 


ghost every time | say the word Karma to you. He told you something bad didn't he?" 


"| don't have time for this shit," | say and stomp off to my room. Stradlin stays right at my fucking heels. 


| walk in my bedroom surprised to see it in pretty much the same condition | left it, except for a couple pizza boxes and an unmade 


bed with a full ashtray in the center of it. | rush into my closet and start searching out my dope. 


"Nikki." Izzy says from the doorway, "What did he tell you?" 


| find my dope and plop down on the floor of my closet. | pull out all my cooking ware and get busy. Izzy just stands shaking and 
watching every move | make. | know that fiendish look he has. Looks like he's already dope sick. | inject myself with 9 cc's of the best 
smack available. | moan in delight as | pull the needle out. | look up at Stradlin feeling all blissful and shit. 


"Want a hit?" 


| watch as he bites his bottom lip and stands there shaking even more. A tear rolls down his cheek. "What did he say?" 


| sigh. Fuck what is Stradlin's obsession with my Karma? Fuck it. What do | fucking care? None of it will matter in a fucking year 
anyway. Might as well clue someone in on my shitty fortune. | know there's no amount of good shit | can do to save myself. I've 


fucked up too much. I'm lost. Hopeless. "He told me | would die by the time l'm 30 if | didn't do something.’ 


"How old are you?" Izzy softly asks. 


"tll be 29 in a few months." | answer looking down. 


"But you can fix it.right?" He uneasily asks and | can't help but question why the fuck he even cares. 


| can only snort in amusement. If only he knew all the shitty things | had done. There is no turning this shit around. It's already too 
fucking late for me. "What's the matter Stradlin? You starting to like me a little bit?" 


He bends down next to me, "I just want my girl Nikki. Please help me. You're the only one who can. Please. I'll do anything you fucking 
want me to." 


| can't explain why my chest felt funny from his words. Nor can | explain what strange emotions are clouding my brain. This ain't 


shit I'm used to feeling, especially not smacked out. 


"You said you thought he wanted you to help me.please.Nikki please please please help me. I'm literally on my knees begging." He 


cries.like literally. Geeze, emotional much there Stradlin? Got your period or something? 


So now | find myself seated back onto my stolen Motley jet. | bet I'm in deep shit for this one. But for some reason l'm helping Izzy 
again. Cruising along at 40,000 feet to fucking New Mexico with Stradlin by my side staring blankly out the window. He's trembling 
like fucking crazy. Sweating profusely. He's getting really fucking sick, but he keeps refusing to shoot up until he finds Mary Jo. 


Whatever, more for me, right? 


Respects 


Respects 
Izzy POV 


l'm in full withdrawal. Sweating and shaking constantly, sick and shit. I'm a total wreck. But | don't fucking care because | don't even 
really feel anything. All this shit is somehow this is obsessing my mind so fully that | can't even notice my body retaliating against 
me.The only thing | can think about is that my girl is going to be married to that old motherfucker. 


But that's not the worst part. Imagining that old perv grunting on top of her, shoving his old wrinkled dick inside her, fills me with 
rage. A rage | didn't know | even had in me. Seriously, if he just laid one finger on her I'm gonna cut his throat. Or his dick, | havent 


decided yet. Whatever, l'm gonna put him six feet under that fucking desert dirt. | am seriously having homocidal thoughts. 


| clench my fists and keep staring out of the window. There's nothing much to see. We're in a fucking plane for god's sake, but | 
can't look at Nikki right now. He's drunk. He's on smack. He has the shit laying out right in front of him and | just can't look at it. | 
can't risk my mind shifting to old junkie habits. There is something far more important for me to do. | have to save my girl. It's 
time for me to finally play this part she see's me as, the hero. 


| don't know how Nikki ended up back at his house. He says he doesn't remember talking to me on the phone. But somehow, he came 
through. I'm really grateful he decided to help me. Somewhere in his fucked up and twisted mind he has a soft spot for my girl. | 
knew it. So even the devil isn't immune to that kind of innocence, right? 

He keeps offering me a fix and strangely | keep refusing to take it. | can't get high until | found my girl. | don't even think I'll ever 
deserve to get high again. This is all my fucking fault. If | hadn't been out to score, they never would have taken her. She deserves 
better than me. But for some unknown reason, she wants me anyway. Knowing this, | wonder if I'll ever be able to become someone 
who deserves a girl like her. 

Nikki lays out some lines of coke in front of me. Shit. Seriously, dude? | wonder if this is all he thinks about and try to sit down on 
my shaking hands to keep them from grabbing the straw he's offering. | don't want to get high, | just want to get my fucking girl. 
She. Is. All. That. Matters. Remember that shit Isbell. 


"Man you look like shit," Nikki huffs when | refuse his offer. "You're going to be useless when we get there if you don't feed the 
fucking habit. You know this, right?" 


"L.I gotta keep a clear head" | shake my head. 

He cocks an eyebrow, "You call this clear?" 

| just turn and look back out the window at the clouds below me. 
"You got a plan, Stradlin?" he asks me and | look at him. 


Do | have a fucking plan? No, of course | have no fucking plan I'm close to going nuts here. Is there really need for a plan? Well, 


probably. But come on, do my fucking plans ever work right?Who the fuck does Nikki think | am? Chuck Norris? 
"Get in. Get my girl. Get out. Sounds like a plan" | shrug. 


"Yeah, great plan Stradlin." Nikki chuckles. 


A 
"Oh, and in case you get shot, | won't safe your fucking ass again I've made up for a lifetime of fucking karma by now fucking with 


you and this fucking girl." 


"Why don't you just admit you like her," | sigh and look back out the window. 


"Why would | like her? She's your chick ain't she?" | can hear him snorting a line, but | dare not turn to look. 


| think for a moment before | speak "You had the chance to take her, but you didn't” 


"She's not my fucking type," Nikki huffs. 

"Like you have one," | say under my breath. 

"You don't really like me much do you?" | hear his voice spike with curiosity. 

| glance at him. "No..no not really.” 

"Why?" He almost whispers. 

| sigh. "Because you don't give a flying fuck about anyone but you. You use people. You twist peoples minds. You toy with them just 
to make yourself feel.something. You come off as this smug, god's gift to women, rick rock star who can do whatever the fuck he 
wants. You'll never be close to anyone except maybe Tommy, and that's just because he never fucking disagrees with you. You'll die 


alone and lonely, and you don't have to be a fortune teller to see that." 


A small smile crosses his lips as he looks down It's not a sneer or a smirk, in fact it looks somewhat humbled and sad. "That's why | 


didn't try to take your chick man. | know I'm not the one for her. For anyone.” 
| almost tell Nikki l'm sorry, but | bite it back. | just sit there and watch as his eyes seem to focus on his drink in front of him. 


"tm like an un house broken dog. might be able to learn.if someone could teach me. But see being a fucking stray is all | know. | 


don't know not to shit in the house or jump on the couch. There's never been anyone there to show me, you know?" 

| think | do understand what he's saying, but | can't be certain. 

"My dad split when | was three. My mom was a fucking wild child and didn't do the best job with me..then she split when | was six. 
My grandma tried to raise me, she did, but by then it was too late. | was already too bitter and pissed off. So. know it sounds like a 
cop out, but I've had no raising. | raised myself. | mean fuck.l've been on my own since | was [3 in a fucking dog eat dog world where 
the only way to get ahead is to lie, cheat, and steal, and selling your fucking soul. Ettique..you know, what the fuck is that? Nice? 
Friendly?" he slowly shakes his head. "All | know is rock and roll. It's not sweet and pretty. It's fucking ugly and dirty..and it's all the 


fuck | know." 


Ok.maybe | feel a little bad for him. My life hadn't been perfect either, but it hadn't been like his. | at least had parents and stayed 


at home until | graduated. | was never living on the streets before that. | can't imagine trying to at 13 either. 
"What about you?" Nikki asks breaking my thoughts. "You know anything besides rock and roll? 

| just look at him. Did 1? 

"If the answer is no you may seriously want to consider turning this plane around. | mean.are you really any better than me?" 
| nod, "In some ways Sixx.and she's one of them. | love her” 

Nikki just nods ok with a sigh. "I respect that 

| raise an eyebrow at him. He respects that? 

"Come on don't give me that look Stradlin, even a degenerate fuck like me has some slight sense of what's respectable. 


"| guess," | nod. 


"Though | must admit," he adds, "that night you burst through the door at the hotel.! wasn't gonna be able to stop myself," he 
shifts in his seat a bit. "lm glad you stopped me. That would have been a really huge fuck up..Thanks.” 


"Yeah," | sigh. "And Nikki..Thanks for helping me and for everything you've done. If it wasn't for you I'd be dead two times over by 


now. 


Nikki looks at me very seriously. "You know this makes you my bitch right?" | sit there looking at him for a moment not knowing 


what to make of his comment. Then his classic smirk crosses his lips. | smile and snort 


What The Cat Dragged In 


What The Cat Dragged In 


MJ POV 


This is my wedding day. Again! And here | am again, sitting in a locked room at the back of our church, waiting to be married. 


Married to a man | have no desire to marry. Again! 


Like the last time, my mother pours a ton of hairspray on my hairdo and fumbles the ugly white dress every ten seconds. As if 
this would make that thing any prettier. 

| let out a snort and for the first time in my life | crave for a bottle of whiskey to get very drunk in a very short amount of time. 
Thats something I've learned from the guys. Drink your troubles away. Please god, send Izzy to save mel 


"This should be the happiest day of my life, you know?" | say to my mother. It's really more for myself than it is her. She doesn't 
even look up at me. She's too busy fixing my outfit. Creating this disguise to cover up my so called flaws. Which means: l'm not a 


virgin. Not that | was when | stood in the exact spot a week ago. Like that old man would even notice. 


"You should not be so selfish, Mary Josephine. This is not about your happiness. This is about god's will" My mother says mantra 
like. She would say anything my father would tell her. She's brainwashed just like all the other women here. Well not me. | knew what 
was outside of this town And | wanted it. | wanted Izzy. 


"Yeah, sure. Like god told any of you to marry me off to that old fuck" | scoff and receive a hurtful pull on my hair for that. Ouch! 


Was it for my blasphemy or for cursing in a church house. 


| can barely hold back the tears in my eyes. No, I'm not scared. I'm angry. Angry about how blind everyone here is and how the 
women are treated by the men This is not the way l'm going to live. | can't do this anymore. Not after | tasted freedom. Not after 
being with Izzy. His bed was the only bed | ever wanted to take. The only name | wanted to take was his. To only him would | ever 


consent my body again. 


"Yes. This looks perfect" My mother says, taking a final look at me in the mirror. "He will be very pleased with this." She looks at me 
with a hopeful nod. 


| roll my eyes, wondering if | could just refuse to marry him and how they could make me. There is no way I'll ever say "I do". Over 


my dead body! And | do mean that quite literally. | will die before | marry that man and have his hands on me. 


Opening the door, my mother turns back to me again. "Your brother will be right outside. Do not even think of leaving this room. Am 
| clear Mary Josephine?" My mother glares at me. There is no sign of compassion in her eyes. 


| nod. Then she leaves me, seeming quite impressed by my compliance. 


| stand in front of the mirror and stare at my reflection Deja vu. The floor length white dress, the insane hairdo pinned back with 
flowers. | look like a happy bride, but all | want to do is cry. | AM NOT A HAPPY BRIDE. My hand flies to my mouth as | choke on a 


sob. Where are you Izzy? Why haven't you come for me? 
There may be just a few minutes left and then | will be married to another man. 
Something within me shatters with the realization and a part of me dies. There is no one to rescue me. No one will prevent this 


wedding. This is really happening. I'm getting married. 


| can think of nothing other than Izzy, remembering his handsome face, his black hair, his full lips so soft when they were caressing 


me and his hazel eyes. | will see him again one day. | must. | can't live without him. 
Suddenly | hear glass shattering and jump in shock as the window slides open, a dark figure crawls into the room. All | can see is 
dark hair and black clothes. My heart skips a beat when | notice who's making his way into the room: Nikki! Oh thank you godl 


Someone found me. 


With a few steps | cross the room and fly into his arms, sobbing uncontrollably. 
"Oh Nikki.. | knew someone would rescue me." | whisper, hugging him thightly. 


"Hey, easy sweetheart. l'm not rescuing anyone here." He scoffs. "Just making sure that Don Juan doesn't get himself killed. Again” 


He politely peels me away from himand | turn to look. 


That's when | see the second figure climbing through the window. Izzy! 
Within a second l'm in his arms. My lips sieze his. 


"Mary Jo." He whispers between kisses. "Please tell me we're not too late." 


| stare at him for a second and snicker. Izzy frowns at me. | must look like a total lunatic. "What's so funny, honey?" 
"You just called me by my real name." 


"That's just as delightful as rainbows and lollypops and shit," Nikki snidely remarks, "But uhhhh, you think you could remove the bride 


from the premesises please?" Nikki says listening through the door. 
"What? What are you gonna do?" Izzy asks him. 


Nikki looks over his shoulder to us and smirks. "I've always wanted to try my hand at another profession. Something special. 
Something nobel. Like a preacher." 


| can't help but giggle. Our preacher never wears black. Nor does he have tattoos or piercings. And he definately doesn't wear 


makeup. 
"This is no time to play Nikki," | hear Izzy saying. 
| look at him and see a bead of sweat roll down his cheek. "Are you ok?" | ask him. 


He sniffles and nods erratically. He looks like a monster is about to rip out of his skin He seems really nervous and antsy. He looks 


like he's sick A moment later he is grabbing a plant and throwing up into it. Dear God, is he ok? 


"He refused to do any smack until he found you," Nikki enlightens me, "So she's found now. She's ok and shit. You need to get 
straight." He says to lzzy 


"No," Izzy shakes his head and sits the plant back down. "I'm done with that shit. l'm fucking done with all of it. All | need is my girl," 
he says taking my hands in his. | feel them trembling. His skin is on fire. 


"But Izzy..you're sick" 
"Ill pass," he shrugs. 


Nikki snorts, "Wait unil the delirium sets in fucker, bet you change your mind then" 


"No," he sniffles some more, "I won't.” 

Nikki shrugs with his smirk, "Whatever." 

He crosses over to the mirror | have been staring in all day. He picks up my brush and starts to brush his crazy hair. With each 
stroke it gets flatter and straighter. By the time he lays my brush down he doesn't look so tall anymore. His hair had to have given 
him an extra two inches of height. H's so straight. So shiny. A woman would die for it. 

Then he walks over to the sink and turns on some water. He lathers soap onto his hands and starts to rub it all over his face. He 
rinses it away and grabs a towel and wipes it briskly over his face. He leans into the sink and lowers the towel. | think my jaw hits 
the floor. Nikki looks completely different without his hair and make up. 

"Nikki..wow," | can't help but say. 


His beautiful eyes roll as he just gives me that smirk, but without the hair and makeup, it just doesn't look as menacing as it 


normally does. 
"And all this time | thought for sure he had that shit tattooed on," Izzy snorts. 
Nikki only folds his arms across his chest. "What's the matter Stradlin, jealous | still look better than you out of my makeup?" 


Izzy just nods with a smile and throws his arm around my shoulder. | think he does it mostly to cling to me for support. His legs 


seem weak. 


Nikki crosses over and stands directly in front of me. He gives me a small smile and glances at Izzy, "You mind Stradlin? I've always 


wanted to kiss a bride.just not my own." 

Izzy shrugs and steps away. 

Nikki's hands slowly rest at my hips as he stoops down and kisses me softly. His tongue, though tame, is still inside my mouth. This 
must be the only way Nikki knows how to kiss. But it's still very nice. Izzy must have felt Nikki was lingering a bit too long because 
he soon coughs and clears his throat: 

Nikki backs away and smiles at me. "Get Stradlin back to LA, ok?" 


"What are you going to do?" | ask him. 


"Cause a distraction and buy you two a head start. So, go..and.keep an eye on Stradlin, he's not going to get better just yet. In fact 
it's going to get a lot worse." 


Distractions 


Distractions 
Nikki POV 


| glance out of the room, to see where that dick is who should be guarding the door. 
Lucky me, he seems to be taking a piss, screw a virgin or harass some kid. Whatever those church freaks do all the time. So that's 
my cue to get out unnoticed. This adventure fills me with excitement. Man, | love to fuck with people and | can't wait to mess with 


those religious fanatics. 

| roll down the sleeves of my black button down shirt to hide my tattoos. | shove it into my pants before | take a final look at 
myself in the mirror. Damn, | look pretty awesome all respectable. | bet all those fucking virgins will be wetting their pants when | 
show up. This is actually some really kinky shit. really need to try this style again and fuck some nuns. | bet nuns are wild. Yeah, | 


know I'm evil but that's not the sexiest part of me. Take a guess and just trust me on this. 


Before | can open the door and make my way to welcome all my lost sheep, a bearded old man slips into the room, looking at me 
confused. Yes, I'm still a bit freakish looking compared to all of them. 


“Oh... l.l was just looking for the bride." He says, watching me. "I'm father Sebastian" 
| can't hold a smirk as | hold out my hand to shake his. 


‘Well, hello father Sebastian l'm reverend Nik.. ummm Franklin. Franklin Carlton Serafino Ferrana. Your replacement." 

"Replacement? | don't understand." He says with a puzzled look on his face. 

Right before | knock him down Ok, maybe it was distasteful to knock out a man of some streange god. This just keeps getting better 
and better. Those church freaks will not see it coming. And tying up father Sebastian and dumping him in the closet, makes sure I'll 


not be interrupted until | finished my preaching. Wow i should have prepared a sermon. 


But despite their glares of curiosity, they lead me to the front of the church. | am nothing lie they have ever before see. Now | 
stand in front of this bunch of crazy fuckers and glance at the groom. Holy fuck, how old is that guy? Ninety? Crazy perv. 


Don't get me wrong, | know exactly why a fucking doter like him would marry a girl like MJ. But there isn't a chance in hell that this 


guy would ever get it up again Like ever. Seriously. 

| look at the chicks in front row. These are his other wives | guess. | could flirt, but this would only put a premature end to this 
charade buying Stradlin time. Fuck i can do this. | just hope | can do it with a straight face. Spreading my arms | begin with my 
speech. 

"Oh... my lost little lambs." | start when | hear mumbling from the front rows. 

"Where's father Sebastian?" a woman asks the woman to her right confused. 


"I am reverend Ferrana and l'm gonna lead you all to that dark place of lust, passion and multiple orgasms." 


| wink at a hot blonde in the second row. "You just have to say "please", honey." Her jaw drops in horror but | see the excitement 


for a forbidden fruit like me in her eyes. I'm hot, what can | say? 


"What is the meaning of this?" Some dude asks me.father of the bride perhaps. 

"Ive been sent by the Utah chapter," | smirk opening a bible. | look down on it and read some of the scripture. "It is written, | will 
destroy the freedom of the wise." You can hear fucking crickets in here. But | go on. This is too goddanm funny. "But we speak the 
wisdom of god in mystery. We are fools for Christ's sake, despised. It is reported commonly that there is fornication among you. It 


is a great thing to reap your carnal things.” 


These people are about to faint. And I'm actually saying shit out of this bible laying in front of me. It is turned to Corinthians. 


Maybe | should have went with a passage from The Necronomicon, blow their minds with black magic. 
"Wait!" A voice calls out. "Is that sleazy rocker of Mary Josephine's!" 

"| only rock for the lord," | humbly smile in sarcasm. 

"Where's my sister!" her apparent brother asks standing up. Then again with these weirdo's it might also be her cousin 

Damn, busted. This was just getting good. 

"She's gonel" | hear a woman cry out from the back of the church in the room Mary Jo had been in 

| smirk, "Looks like the bride says ‘| don't, so | guess I be moving along." | say and prepare for a cordial exit 

"What have you done with my daughter?!" The father of the bride asks me with rage. 

"Me?" | innocenty ask with my hand to my chest, *.nothing, why do you think | should?" 

"Somebody get this imposter out of herel" He snaps at me. 

"Where is my bride?! The ugly fat pudgy groom asks me. 

"Um.Greyhound? Motley airlines? Hard to specuate really?" | shrug with a snarl. 

By now a group of men is creeping toward me. | should probably be scared, but Im Nikki fucking Sixx. They should be afraid of me. | 
am the devil after all. A demonic sinner in their house of sin.uh. mean God. You know, l'm surprised | didn't burst into flames the 


second | walked in the door here. Curious. 


"Look," | say holding a hand up to them that come toward me. "I've got nothing to lose here, but MU and Izzy..well.they're in love and 
they deserve the chanve to ride that shit out” Oh wait, | can't say shit in church. 


"She left with him again!?" Someone, a brother, or cousin a maybe snaps. 


| roll my eyes, "Yeah yeah.| get what you're going to say.what can a filthy rock star offer? Well.money for one..but the kicker is 


travel. Never know where a rocker may end up in a matter of hours. The possibilities are limitless." | shrug. 
"Where did they gol" The brother cousin demands. 
"And | would tell you because..?" | shrug sarcastically. 


"Because if you don't we'll take you out behind the woodshedl" The cousin brother says curling his hands into a fists. 


| smile at how cleche that sounds. "I don't mind being spanked," | answer with my smirkiest smirk "And I'm really good at keeping 


secrets. like the secret that my followers will soon be here with cops to collect me. l'm a really important kind of guy.” 
They look to one another doubting me. 
"Look out the window," | motion to a limo with Doc gettin out. A cop car and our security guy Fred Thanks for calling me some help 


Stradlin. About time he pay me back a fucking favor. | rub my hands together. "Well, it looks like my job here is done, so I'll bid you 


all a farewell, | give a graceful bow just as Doc bursts through the door. 


Good Karma lzzy-san 


Author's Notes: 
sad its over but | hope you will all read our new one called Masquerade 


Good Karma lzzy-san 


Izzy's POV 


We arrived safely in LA. Nikki allowed us to continue staying at his place, despite having trashed it, until we joined them on tour in 
October. | think it was the happiest | have ever been, well once the withdrawals stopped. It was the single worst experience of my 
life. | would wish it on no one, no matter what injustice they had done to me. I'm glad | had made it to Nikki's with all the guys 
before the delirium sat in. If it was just my girl | would have slung her cross a room to go score. As I've said, the need sometimes 


out weighs the risks. | knew | couldn't trust myself. 


Everyone else knew it too. The guys kept me in fucking check If | tried to sneak off Axl would be two steps ahead of me. If | got 
violent, despite how good of friends we all are, they'd knock my lights out. Like really, they literally beat the fuck out of me for a 
few days. l'm pretty sure Axl cracked a rib. Duff Blacked both my fucking eyes. And Slash almost knocked out my two front teeth. 
But they kept me sober. And it was easier when | was knocked out. | wasn't mad at them, | was grateful to them. | couldn't have one 


it without them. 


My girl cared for me like a nurse. She cleaned me up when | was bloody. She washed the puke from my hair. She changed my shitty 
clothes and sheets. She held me while | shook and talked out of my head. She did her best to get food and liquids down me. And she 
told me she loved me when | cried what a failure | was. And as | lay sleeping, twitching and dreaming, she just wrapped me up in her 
arms and told me everything would be ok. Lying there with her made me believe it. She was my reason to be a better man. 
Everything | did, | did for her. | owed her a good life. | was going to see to it that | gave her just fucking that. 


| soon got better. The guys weren't, but they had the common decency to not flaunt it in my face all the time. When they did | 
would always slip. | knew to completely be clean | needed solitude. In my solitude | began to make love to my girl again. Nikki's 
bedroom had become her classroom. As | had told her, it would come to her, and it had. When she rode my dick and ground her hips 
into me it was like she had done it a thousand times. She had even had me teach her how to give a blow job. lm obviously a fucking 


epic teacher. 


Then the day came than a man named Alan Niven showed up to Nikki's house. It was that visit we thought we would never get. He 
explained to us that he was responsible for making Crue stars. He said he quit working for Electra and was with a new company 
called Geffen He said Nikki vouched for us and told him to give us a shot. So he listened to our demo that Nikki had and was 
impressed. A week later we were signed to Geffen Finally we were fucking signed! We gave Geffen he highest selling debut record of 


all time, even to this day. And as luck would have it, we owed it all to Nikki. 


So Nikki gave us our big break and in October we went on tour. It was awesome, we rocked the fans. When we came home we 
couldn't walk down the street without being recognized. | was a bonofide rock star. We even had cash to go out and get our own 
places to live. Mary Jo took to the life like she was born for it. We could not have been happier. She never left my side. Not even 
when | left GNR in 199I. She supported every decision | ever made. 


A few days before Christmas Yakinamundo's prediction about Niki came true. Nikki died. It was four minutes in which his heart 
ceased to beat. He says he left his body and saw himself covered in a sheet, fans standing and gawking. He saw himself put into the 


ambulance. He says then something rough jerked him back down by his foot. In an instant he was back in his body and staring at two 
needles stuck in his chest. He was saved. | sure wish | would have got to stab him. | hurt for a month after he jammed that needle 


in my heart. 


Nikki and | actually grew to be close friends. We had been through a lot of things together. Karma had seen to it that our paths 
cross. Our Karma's went hand in hand somehow. I'd have to make it a point to ask Yakinamundo the answer to that someday. | never 
thought I'd admit it, but Nikki has actually grown on me. | too see to have become someone he considers a friend. He actually calls 
me in the middle of the night from time to time to vent instead of get high. | guess this makes me his fucking sponsor or some 
shit. | was just happy we no longer hated one another. 


Karma had scared the shit out of Nikki. He miraculously changed his ways after he saw he had been given a second chance at this 
life. He became all about getting married and having children. He pestered me to make an honest woman of Mary Jo and to make 


cute little Isbells. 


For once my Karma seemed to be good. Why test it or ruin it. | was too thankful for every day it gave me sober and with the 
woman | loved. | had changed my ways too. | lived a good life now. | was a good man now. | was no longer a womanizing drug dealing 
junkie. | was deserving of the woman | loved. | was my own boss. And fortune had shined on me. Appetite For Destruction set me in a 
comfortable financial life style for life. Even after surrendering my royalties six years from the day | quit. | was grateful for the 
money my talent had made. But no one can live in that rock star illusion forever. It's a vile, filthy world of sheer deviance. So to 


keep Karma happy | walked away. And now, I'm at peace. 
Cleveland, Ohio 
2012 


Izzy POV 


Twenty-five years. Twenty-five fucking years and this record is still rated as the best-selling debut album ever. Unbelievable. How 


in hell we even managed to get this record done? Don't ask me, | was there but most of it is a big blur. 


| remember Slash and | fighting about different opinions of layering the guitar sounds, Axl fucking that chick in the studio to record 
this for "Rocket Queen’ and lots of dope. Yeah, right. | tried to kick heroin | really tried But at that point | wasn't ready. | still had a 


few slips. It took some more years for me to finally get rid of this addiction 


"Dad?" The soft voice of my daughter Jenna rips me out of my thoughts and | look at her. 


God, she is as beautiful as her mother. "He's going on stage now." She snickers. 


Shit. This is not going to end well. Whoever had this brilliant idea to let Nikki Sixx do the laudatory speech of Guns ‘n Roses induction 


to the Rock ‘n Roll hall of fame; the guy is going to be fired soon. Trust me. | know Nikki will fuck this up for everyone. Sure we're 
friends and he's matured, but Nikki still gets off on fucking with people. 


"Hey.. how you motherfuckers doing tonight?" | hear Nikki starting his speech, greeting the audience. Only Nikki Sixx can call people 
motherfuckers and be loved for it. "tm Nikki Sixx from Motley Crüe." 


Shit! This is really happening, isn’t it? 
Standing at the side of the stage, | take a look at him and fight the urge to storm up there and yank him away from the mike. But | 
don't. I'm giving the fucker the benefit of the doubt. 


"Who in fucking hell had the great idea to let him get up there?" | hear Axl grumble from behind me and turn to him only to see 
Jenna hugging him tightly. 


"Axe." She cries out and despite the fact she's twenty years old, she almost sounds like the little girl she'll forever be to me. "Dad's 
pissed that Nikki's doing the speech. Mom's pissed at dad. She said he's such a drama queen." She giggles. "I think he looks great up 
there. And he's so funny.” 

| roll my eyes at so much admiration for fucking Nikki Sixx. Especially when its coming from my litte girl. 

"Go get your mom, honey.” Axl says to her, eyeing me suspiciously. 

Jenna hops off and | pull my gaze off the stage to look at Axl. 

"Seriously? Why are you here anyway?" | huff at Axl. "You told me that induction was total bullshit” 


"Psst!" He shushes me and chuckles. "| wanna hear how Sikki fucks this whole thing up." 


"Im really excited to be here tonight. Even though that Métley's never been suggested for the induction - What a fucking mistake 
by the way - I'm glad to announce the induction of Guns 'n' fucking Roses!" 


| pinch the back of my nose. There's a fucking migraine coming. 


"Just trust me on this: The only thing why | even showed up here tonight is that | can call my awesome self responsible for this 
record anyway.” Nikki goes on. "See, more than 25 years ago | met these kids: reckless punks, semi talented, living on the street and 
getting their selves into more and more trouble each day. They kinda reminded me of myself" Nikki looks over at me from the 
stage. "You guys have enriched my life. Saved my life even. This couldn't have happened to better guys. I'm really proud of all of 


you. You deserve this honor and more. So congratulations fuckers! You made the history books!" 


Wow. Nikki actually didn't fuck it up. Guess he was remembering a little thing called Karma. So remember my friends, your good 
deeds are returned to you in one way or another. And your bad deeds, sometimes they hurt more than just you. Live right. Be a 


good person 


THE END. 


